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PR ye gentle youths a ſwain 


On Monday morn, no > ſooner wak'd, 3 

- T-find her in the humour; e 
Her hand directly then ſhe takes. 
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Whom thus ye ſee before ye, 

Who's ever bound unto a letch, 

Pray liſten to my ſto 2 

My ſpouſe is handſome, what of that? 

She's an inceſſant wagtail, 

See Ecce Signum, where's my fat? 

Alas, ſhe's lower'd my top-ſail. 5 
a Toll loll, &c. 
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With aking heart then to't I go, 
To dip in, and to delve it, p 
And whilft Pa working hard below, 
She s tipping me the velvet. 


= On Tueſday morn 't:s all the ſame, 

"if On Wedneſday {he'll not alter; 

On Thurſday we repeat the game, 

Poor I muſt never falter; 

Whken' Friday comes, I dread to ſee 
The next, tho? 'tis but one day, 

4 Por then it muſt repeated be, 

3 Aud 'tis all the ſame on Sunday. 


i Myÿ legs are corking pins d'ye ſee, 
My bones will almoſt rattle, 
While ſhe's as plump as plump can be, 
© And folt maintains the battle 
But what i now.am going to tell, 
% — Tho' ſhe don't think it much crime, 
For this I'm ſure ſhe'II go to hel! 
She nes i me in Surch-tins. 
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GAIN the full bowl bids the chorus * 
X And cruſh'd is our foe, . with N 
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; How vain - haughty Lewis thy ſchemes to invade * ' 

How ruin'd thy nation? how beggar'd thy trade? 
CHORU s. 

Then tremble oh Lewis, thon'vaſſel-of Rome, 


King George is a Briton, and Britons ſtrike home. 


See Valiant in arms, our Militia prepar'd, 

Againſt foreign Invaſions, our country to guard; 

Whilſt our Sailors and Soldiers, with glory in 
view, 1 

French . 85 e s, ànd iſlands ſubdue: 3: "2 


1 


Then tremble, &c. 


From Ganges, to where the Mecippe tide flows, 
Our thunder has conquer'd our foup-megar'd foes; 
And the wild ſavage nation acknowledge our ſwaß, 
With the French, their trade lower'd, and more fa, 9 
f vage than they, 122 1 

| Then tremble, xe. $ -Þ 


Come Britons rejoice, for the conqueſt's our 6 
The Havanna is taken, and Spain is undone. K {ah 
The wealth of the Spaniards become-Britiſh ſpaihß 
To reward each bold ſailor, and ſoldier's long wil. 5 4 
| | Then tremble Don l Lee. 22 
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The 3 of Spain! is brought to an end. Þ 
And the ſcepter of George dur prince fall & tend, 
And trade ſhall ſubmĩſſively own peta 


Britannia's viorious, and triumphs like. 
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Then toſs off your plaſſes, and make the bow! ring, 
With God bleis Queen Charlotte, and God bleſs 
E 8 
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Seng by Mr. Moos, at the Antigallican True Blue 
Society. 
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Tune, To the fair ladies new at land. 


NE 2 at Ambroſial's feaſt 
| In Ida's facred bow'r, 
Minerva came, the muſes gueſt, 
To kill an idle hour ; 
Apollo, and gay Bacchus join'd, 
Fer hand in hand walks wit and wine. 


Pallas, the ani dance'began, 
Her hair a, fillet bound Ry 1 
Blue as her eyes the bandage ſhone, 
Her Cyprian temples round, 

| Which looſing, in the dance dropt down, 
And Bacchus ſnatch'd the azure zone. 


This ribbond on his breaft he plac'd, 
By Styx then ſwore the youth, 
That what the throne of wiſdom grac'd TRL ILL 
EPO grace the ſeat of Sul. by BY 
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A Then ope'd his robe, at once he threw, 
And on his boſom beam'd true blye. 


If mortals can give garters fame, 
And honours form on earth, 
Sure deities may do the ſame, 
And give an order hirth. | 
This ribbond lov'd celeſfials view, x 
And ftamp your ſanction on true blue. bo 


Urania prais'd the roſy god, 

Fer tuneful ſiſters join'd, 

Minerva gave the aſſenting nod, 
Phebus enrold the ſign. 

Along the clouds Ztherians flew, 

Olympus join'd, and hail'd true blue. 
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This order Ifis bore to earth, 
The gods enjoin'd the fair, 
Where e' er ſhe found out ſons of worth 
To leave the ribbond there. 
From clime to clime, ſhe ſearching flew, 
And in Britannia left true blue. | 
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On the Taking the Havannan in the Charatter 
__-_ of a Sallor, 
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Can on brother tarr and Pl! tip you a ny 
Tis by valour and glory inſpired, . 
Great deeds have been done by us ſons of the Waves, 
And the London Gazette we have tir'd. | 
The Spaniards and French who our ifle would invade 
| Our credit to ſink and ruin our trade, 

At laſt for their pride have been curfedly paid, 
We have drub'd them and ta'n the Havannah. 


bh The force of our balls made our enemies fly, 
Whenever we happen'd to meet them, 
The pride of a tarr is to conquer or die, 

| 38 Me ne'er ſee our foes but we beat them. 

Not their thunder united our coaſts dare annoy, 
Their ſhips we will take and their harbours deſtroy 

| Where ever the king ſhall thoſe heroes 1 

Wo e them and took the Havannah 


i ere and brave ee freſh kinicls have won, 
By conquering Valeſco at Moro. 
They tatter'd their jackets they ruin'd the don, 
And gookzot his treaſure great ſtore-o. 
Brizons agree who their blows can with ſtand 
"We ve beat them by ſea, and we've thump'd them 
by land | . | 
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” (5). WE, | 


Let WEL aud Ke pple thoſe brave boys command, a 
* beat them and took the Havannah. 


$ ON 6. 


S I, was a walking to Chelſea one day, ay 
A I met with a pretty young girl by the way, 
I ask to ſalute her but this was her tone, - 
Why cant you be eaſy and let me alone! 1 


1 told her my name was youhg amdourous James, 2 
And I call'd her a end fine delicate names, ( 
I told her her heart was as cold as a ſtonec,³ 

No matter ſays ſhe can't you let me alone. 15 4 
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My jewel, ſays 1. I'm not 6n wy Fm > + 0 
If you'll go to the bun houſe, 1 Il. ad * a A805 iN 6 
Quoth ſhe I've got money enough of my . = * 
To buy half a hundred ſ ſo = me alone. ets — 


By Jeſus ſays I with me you ſhall dine, zu 5 
For Pinchbeck I hear ſells excellent Vi _ 
Beſides there's the wax-werk and dwarf to be hows, + I 
or be ſo, fir, 2 the, but pray let me "ahh; | 4 
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ed ber fold after U = he 3 
Till by. many perſuaſions I brought: her a 1 7 


Nest day we were wed, and ſtie alter'd 179 | 


For the toazes me now 1 l let her alone. | 5 by 3 \ 
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A Paſtoral Dialogue; from a new Piece acted at 
at Covent Garden Theatre, before their Ma- 
jeſties and the Prince and Princeſs of Brun- 
ſwick, entitled, The ARCADIAN NuP- 


TIALs.“ 
f COLIN and PHILLIS, 
CoL1n. | 
= ARK! Hark! o'er the plains what glad 


U « 


8 tumults we hear ! 

How gay all the nymphs and the ſhepherds appear, 

Wich myrtles and roſes new deck'd are the 

bowers. | 8 | 
And every buſh bears a garland of flowers. | 

I I can't, for my life, what it means, under-- 

tand! 1 : 

= There's ſome rural feſtival ſurely at hand, 58 

Vor harveſt, nor ſheep-ſhearing, now can take 


ce. * 1 
But Phillis will you tell me the truth of the caſe, 
| . * * 8 2 N | 


| 1 1 18. 0 of cr DA 
The truth, honeſt lad !—why you ſurely ſhould 
3 now, | N * 
Wbat rites are prepar'd in the village below; 
Where gallant young Thyrſis, ſo fam'd and ador' d, 
Weds Daphne, the ſiſter of Cox ix, our Lord, 


W 
' GEE 


wa. At 


| All fancies can | fas. and all judgments can 4 


But hence to the bridal, behold how Hr hs ; 4 


(1) 
That Daphae, Ow beauty, good mes and eaſe; 
209 1 [pleaſe: 


That Corwiy but praiſe muſt the matters give 1 
22 oer, | 


You know what he is, and I need fay no more. "i J 
1 9 1, N. n 

Voung Thyrſis too claims, all that honour can 3 
lend. | 


His countrythan? 8 glory their champion and fi N 


Tho' ſuch {light memorials ſearce ſpeak his'deferts ; 


And, truſt me, his name is grav'd on ber 
» 9 hearts. = 1 „ 5 p* 0 „ a — 
nnn eee 25 4 A. AL 94 


. 4 
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Each ſhepherd conducting his ſweet heart along; 135 - 
The joyous occaſion,” all nature inſpires i 
With tender In, and chearful deſires. 2 


N D v 3 e Walt, 4 
Ye powers, that oder conj ugal union preſide. 
All F down on the bridegroom nt 

| ride: 21:7 G3 ; 72 { 


That beauty and virtue, and eee nic 8 a. 
In a race like themſelves with no end 40 the ines 
Let honour and glory, and riches, and Fi 


8 attend them 8 numeronas 15 thieds: | 
"ui #l » &<Y 3 1 328 £4. 
* » ; | N 
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FX while in a palace fate fixes their lot. 
Oh! may they live eaſy as thoſe in a cot. 


SEMI-CHORUS of Nessa 72 


Pin the dancers are winding the wreath of 0 
about the bridegroom and bride. : 


Faſt the blooming Virgin tie, 
; No thorns beneath the roſes lie. 


SEMI- CHORUS of Swalxs. 7 


| Round the Hero ſwiftly move! br 201 
FSClory bind to ſacred Love. 1 8. 
ke RAND CHORUS as the Dances conclude; 


Bleſs'd for ever may they be ! 
; ver bound, yet ever free. 


Fa s ON G. 


The Modern Laſs undreſs'd 0 Top to Toe. | 


OME all ye bucks and lads of fire,. 
4 Behold a modern Nymph's attire, . 
Hee s ev'ry thing to pleaſe your eye's 

And. more if; joy and aum riſe. 

And more, Se 


Behold: my fable locks bedeck'd, 
n wanton curls my ivory neck, 


"7 1 


Bekold 


era 


3 


10 


Behold my bracing ſhoulders bare, 
Behold my bubbies round and fair. 7.107 | 54017 = 6 


Look down my Back into my waſte, . 
With eaſe and joys your fancy feaſt, . : 
Thro? placket fee my hips how plump... l 
And ev y motion of my rump. _ 2 8 


* 2141 N o a l 
See how my hoops contrived to ſhew- 
The beauty of my pretty little limbs below, 
My well ſhap'd leg and taper'd thigh, 
And more perhaps if wind blows high. 


What little skill our grandams knew, 
They would not ſet one foot to view, 
But trait would make a wond'rous rout, 
If bubby peep'd from tucker out. 


But we the modern fair more ſage 

Then that prepoſtrous prudiſh age, 

All naked as our mother eve, 

Would ſhow the charms kind nature gave, 
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WE. pleaſure it is when the evening is clear, 
To take a walk out in the fields for the air, 


And to follow the frolickſome beaus and the bells, 
And to fee the diverſion of Sadlers Wells? „ 


8 
11 Saturday night as'ſomid as a yoath,” + 
Come Cloe to London in the Highgate ſta 
She vow'd by the churches the ſteeples and | ells, 
| That ſhe'd ſee the diverſion of Sadler Wels. 
Tom Gatiop 4 a from Tonenhat©rofs, 34 
Came willing to London to:ſeſa'younte HD,, 
uoth he to chimſelf if the creature well ſells, 
Why YI ſee the diverſion = —— Wells 
Fig Tt 4. | © 4" 


13 


>) 
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There is ot 4 milhner all 4 U em, . 

Nor one mantua maker that's Worth half a crown, - 
Who round the tea table at each other rails, | 

L Hot will ſee che. diverſron of Sadlere nn zit 28 


* 2 poor cotatn dradges whe dd a whole en 

; * three pounds ox tefs yet à triſte will ſpare, god FI 

And throw by their bruſhes, their e me heir 
Pails, See- — 771 oh bs 8 ret 22 


For to ſee the diverſion:of Sadlers =; 


be fquire tis lady his g beer and fon; 
Wa Reward the butler the coachman and John, 
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| 8 QO N. G. = 
Sung by Mr. IRR at Vausball Ar T6 A< 
| & infancy our hopes and fears, — 
Were to each other known; 
No ſordid int'reſt then en 29 
Affection rules alone | 1 „ „ 
As friendſhip ripen'd with our youth, T. 
The fruit was gather'd there, | <1 2 x; 
Bright wiſdom. and fair Dee, n * 
. Fig. 2 25 8.5 ; 


Ha! happy, more than happy ſtate, „ine K ö 4 
| Where hearts are twin'd in one ; —_—_ 
Yet few, (ſo rigid is our fate: EY - 
May wear the tender crown : | + 
By one rude touch, the. tales fall. i sch nf 
| And all their beauty's fade; ET 
In vain we figh, in vain we call, | - 
W 6 Too late is lumen . Its _ 
A DRINKING $ 6 — 
Tune, Says Plato, why ſhould Man be Vain. 
ILL che bowl with ſparkling wine, fy 5 23 
The joyous rich repaſt Prepare 3 1131535 3 1 


Drink, drink, my friends, and ne'er mis; 7 
Of fortunes frowns let others ſhare + W SLOT = 


43 0 
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Thoſe ſhe exalts are but her ſport; 
The play-things of her fickle mind; 
And thoſe who moſt her fovours burt. 

Are in her gifts the moſt boning. 


"x 
x 


'Then unconcern'd, let life . on, 
Let mirth employ the preſent hour, 
or cer to morrow's riſing ſun, ' - 
$I fates, may ſnatch it from'our pow r, 
| and puſh: the glaſſes 8 
Let hope to-day prevent deſpair 33 
Let mirth, and joy, and wine abound, 
To- morrow is not worth our care. 


= s ON 6. 
Pp On the Rovar Norriais, 
= [Soft Muſje.] 


NGELS from your ſpheres deſcend ! ! 
| Tune your golden viols all! 
11 leav'nly airs with earthly —_— | 
Y At the moſes Powerful call. KIA 
7 ont [ITE oer 
rang vietaes, lovel {grace 
Let th* harmonious choir diſplay; 
Lot Animare the h of r royal rac ©, V ts 
wach Jay," bot 1 | 


* e 


enmwott conn 


23 


Search the * of ha time, — 
Some bright pattern thence derive, - * 
One whoſe excellence ſublime - 2 
In Auguſta may revive! 


Swell, ſwell the note with Calſandang” 5 a 
Of high extraction, and immortal fame 
Media leſs gloried in her ſtretch of arms! 
Than in the royal Virgin powerful charms ! 


O'er all th* admiring world her merits rung, 
And thus the eaſtern 4 —_— ſung. 4 OL 


£ 1 


With politenefs gently grac'd, 
And with elegance of taſte ; 2 n 
Vet ſram courtly foibles free; ate 1 
With majeſtic beauty — 4 1 . 11 
More for ſolid ſenſe renown'd, 
Heis all by modeſty !! ik 


u *4sd % 4 i 
> * 
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Cuonrvs. 


Swell, ſwell the note with Caſfandana's name! 
Raiſe — her Tee. on the voice « fame 


Rin 94 x41 
* Kindred Ronde Kill ſhould bun: 11 2 
— Heay* n e the mutal flame; 


SELL 


- »e © th ae * 
&o's of a Iv 4% * 
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: Cyrus! happy Perky hell 1 

; £4, Su'd forts re-read match'd the dame 6 

7 AIR. PO OA 
Behold ! to our admiring eyes ! 
Another. Caſſandana riſe ! 8 


eier aof ſuperior grace! 
lovelieſt of the lovely race ! 


'Cnonwvs. 


| Now ſwell the note with fair Auguſta's name 1! 
Raiſe bigh her trophys on the voice of fame < 


* EE 


-  Arﬀecond AM heard the ſound ! 
And came with blooming laurels crown'd !- 
Hear, thou happy, 3 youth! 

The pleaſing voice of love and truth, 
Attend, and hear the voice of fams, 
1 thy en n, 


Fe; LD care be gone thou churliſh 12 
We've none but flowing bowls; 
Thou art the miſers god alone, | 
© Li bent we're none but ſouls ! 


182-30 R 
The jovial BACCHANALIAN. 


Anacreon 


\ 


» 94 N 
g : 
2 
, 
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Anacreon bids thee quit the ſhrine, ' 5 0 
Nor dare approach his ſchool 634 1 
For wine inſpires the ſoul of man, ©; 4:34 Loot 
Then who wou'd drink by rule. M 


No torbid thoughts perplex the brain, 
We Cynic rules decline; 

Give me your joyous drinking blades 

And cellars ftor'd with wine. 

With grapes—my temples wreath around, 
A hogshead ſtriding o'er 

A rummer fill'd with gen'rous wine, 
Ye gods I aſk no more. 


In triumph then oh ! how I'd quaff 
Amidſt each toping ſon, KP 
I ſhou'd like Bacchus ſelf appear, e 
Aſtride the jolly tun, _ T0 
Now learned aſſes rail your fill, 
Your maxims we deſpiſe, . 2 
If ſhunning wine is wiſdom called 2 
Oh let me ne'er be wiſe. 


The diff'rence view *twixt ſons of care, 
And lads of roſy hue, | 
Your ſober joy's are ſtill the ſame, 
But drinking's ever new. 


D 
1 


626) 


Go on 2 level us with beaſt, 1 
Great Bacchus we adore, 

2 free as air we'll drink and ſing, 
* time ſhall be no more. 


S ON G. 
The Lark's ſhrill Notes. 


mm 


Sung by Mrs. Vincent at Vaux- hall. 


«FT HE lark's ſhril notes awakes the morn, 
= - The breezes wave the ripen'd corn, 
The yellow harveſt ſafe from ſpoil, 

* Reward the happy farniers toil. | 

The flowing bowl ſucceeds the flail, 

Y Oer which he tells the jocund tale. 


3 0 


I O N 6G 
| - 5 
5 


5 
* 7 
> „ 


The © A U T ION. 
Die s charms poor Damon took, 
1 be for billing, N 

Wen 1 Lhe nymph, the ſain forſook, 

To ſheep ber power of killi | 
| In either De the ſheath'd a 1555 
le felt it, never doubt him; 
A 8 2 man were thro' the heart, 
25 he cou d look about him, | 


„„ 


1 
* 


yy | ("45 3) - bi 


But mark the end, with ſcyth ſo ſharp {gb 
Time o'er the forhead {truck her; EW 
And all her charms began to. warpe, ; oY 

She then was in a pucker. | 1 
She then began to rave and curſe, 1. FOI 8 
Her time the paſs'd no better; | 
Yet ſtill had hopes ere bad grew worſe, : 
Some comely ſwain might get her. . 991 
Philira every lad ſhe meets, e 
Now makes an amorous tryal ; | LY 
But each with ſcory her warmneſs treats, | 5 9 1 
Each frowns im cold denial. 909 ip 


Coquets, take warning, chuſe your tune, 
This woeful caſe remember; > © _ 


The bedfellow you flight in June, 


You'll wiſh for in December. 8028 N - 
e 
8 0 N G. 1 
4 5 e ＋ 377 
8 3 Ann 
cue $ Lav Doe? . EY KEE 


"Vow I'll ſera dont think I . PE, 4:28 3 
I Said Chloe to her favourite ſwain ? ENT 
As ſomewhat rude he grew, * PRE 63 
Nay fye, dear me, why there, then Were HE 3 
Now you are pleas'd, you'r mad I W 2 2 


* F - 
Sit down you devil do! | 8. 805 5 4 
| 1 ma * 14 fg "I 
= 7 . 
8 8 e 
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Are net y our tricks, the hand ſir pray,, 
I beg al take that hand away, 

Or I'll pinch you black, and blue; 
Before mamma you look ſo grave, : 
"tr now I find how you'd behave, 

Sit down you devil do. 


Poor Veny ſaw the unequal fight, 

And bark'd for help, with all her Fight, 
To her fair miſtreſs true: 

Till Chloe quite o*erpow'rd and weak, 

Cry'd with ſcarce ſtrength enough to ſpeak, 

_ Lye down you devil do. 


; 4 - 


n 8 5 * . 
Sung by Mr. Jaccer, at Vauxhall. 


. I > HY Celia this conſtant upbraiding, 
| Why fretful and peeviſh complain, 


| = looks are my dear more perſwading, 


To fix the fond heart of your ſwain ; 


; Ev our heauty Eſwear'I was joking, 


| And forc'd from young Phœbe a-kiſs, 
1 8 my dear, this is monſtrous provoking. | 


20 take ſuch a trifle amiſs. 


ive over Ponta bcal railing 
"Ne 1 young — the town, 


(29) 


Pray hang you my dear no one failing, ; 1 
Remember your May day green gon i} 86 VE 
Do I ſay there was any hurt in, b SA bad 
The frolic you had with young Will 
Or when you with Philander was ling. 
And tripping it over the hill. 


1 
—_ 


S 
I never was fretful * 8 24" 
When Roger you kiſs'd—by, miſtake; "IIs 
I thought your dear ſelf ypu was 1 w 

When dancing with Tom of the wake. 
Pray child can you ſay that I lic, 
With Hodge on the mow you was ſeen, 
Where was you. the nineteenth of July 7 3 
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With Harry that lives on che en. l 
Then ceaſe prithee. ceaſe your reviliog, MOEN Fo 

No more of this wrangling and — * ga 
But meet me with looks ſweetly ſmiling, LB, 

And revel in loves richeſt jo ys. 
My heart is your own if you'll take it. e 


But think not to treat it ſeverec 
By Bacchus you. never ſhall break it. 


For in wine I will 8 all my e , 2 
5 — OME, let's be en. ler. be ay; 3 
8 Tis a E to beſad; _ 3 
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For fince the world's grown mad, mad, mad ; 

Why ſhould we alone be wiſe, | 

And like dull fools, * and like dull fools, and like 
dull fools, 

Gaze on other men's joys ? 


Let not to-morrow bring you ſorrow, 
Whilſt the ſtream of tide own on ; | 
For when the bliſsful day is paſt, 85 
Still endeavour that the next 


Be full as gay, be full as gay, be full as gay, 
And as little perplex d. 


If you have leiſure, follow pleaſure 3 
Let not one hour of bliſs paſs by; 
For as the fleeting minutes fly; 


Time it will your youth decay: 


Then ſtrive to live, then ſtrive to live, then ſtrive 
te live, : 


And be bleſs'd whilſt you may. 


W If you have plenty, nought will torment you, 


But yet yourſelf, yourſelf may annoy ; 

Hearty and true are the poor man's joy : 
Gladly yielding, the minutes paſs. 
But when old time three times 
Shakes, he drinks off his glais. 


* a 
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(31) 
CROMWEL L's GARDENS. 


The Words by Mr. A. Surg. 


O more to Conduit-houſe ſhall go, 
Each lad and laſs, ſo trim; 
Clay-hall the cit no more applaud, gas 
Nor Chelſea boaſt the Whim, | ; 
| ;To Brumpton now we'll all repair, ' 
Tis Cromwell's ſhades invite: 
There art and nature are combind, 
And yield us new delight. _. 


OS 5  W_—_  —_ 


When you the circle firſt behold, 
(Such verdure blooms around,) 
Yoa ſtrait forget the common earth, A 

And think it magic ground. _ 01 3450 
There Strephon with his Celia goes, 

To paſs a happy hour, | 
While various ſweets attractive ſpring ; 

And burſt from ev'ry flow'r. I ee 


3 


With her he ſips bis tea and chats, 
And tells the ſoothing talem 
While gentle Zephyrs * the trees, 
* And neighb' ring ſweets exhale. 
Pomona too bedecks the ſcene, 
As Flora does the ground: F | 
Great Bacchus ſpreads the circling vine, 
Such is this mazy round. 


EET 


' What 
| . Alluding to the many fine aurſc;ies in and about Brumpe: 


n 


I Wbat charm'd before is now eclips'd, 

Tis Brumpton claims the ſong ; | 

And Cromwell's gardens bears the belle 
With all the gay and young. oh 

Thoſe rural ſcenes were ſurely made = 
Alone for wine and love; IDE AT 

To Cromwell's due a ſofter name, 

| Be't beauty's ſweet alcove. 


44 O N -:G;: 
HILE papers bedaub'd by the foul venal 
quill, + oN * 


And rhyming- men couple the hill and the mill, 
And gripe goes to bed with his hoard . 

The toper forgets not to handle his glaſs, 

But fills to the brim tho“ he knows not the laſs, 
I ſing the ſweet maid of the Fre. 


In an age when old modeſty's turn'd out of door, 
And each wife and maid, copy ſome elegant whore, 
| And Thomas gets drunk with his Lon: TOE 
While Betty her ladyſhips wrath to appeaſe 
Introduces a gallant, retir'd from theſe 

Lives happy the maid of the Ford. 

* nnn emer] i 


} White Condit Houſe, Jenny's * 4 Bagnigge Wells. ct 
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*Whi floods knock down watchmen, and bucks 3, 
fill the pit, 
And the taylor be—Jemmy's ſome paper—ſcull'd cit _ 
Where brains in abundance are ſtor'd; 
While reps ſwear like troopers, 2nd demy—rep' s 
t 
And beds cry to fribbles, la no ſir— not I, 
Give me tlie ſweet maid of the Ford. 


A girl great in virtue good nature and truth, 

Embelliſh'd with graces, and blooming in youth, 
Such bloſſoms as roſes afford ; 

Whoſe breaſt is a ſtranger to folly and pride, 

I'm a candidate, fortune! be thou on my ſide, 
And elect me the man of the Ford. | 


SON G. 


. 


8 muſing 1 ſtray d, perchance, other day, 3 
My Nancy trip'd over the plain, 
| Intranc'd by her beauty, I flew to the maid, 
And kiſs'd her again and again: 
Such charms neither Venus, nor Helen could boaſt, 
Whatever the Poets may feign 
They may ſay what they ll. they ne er can 
compare, 
T0 my Nancy my hearts little queen. 
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Such ſweetneſs reigns in the face of the fü, 
She ſeems Bike an angel to me, 

Tm always unhappy when ſhe's from my ſight, 

| She's ever ſo pleaſant and free, | 
No Pride nor ambition take place in her breaſt, 

Her temper is ever ſerene, | | 

Engaging her converſe and graceful the Air, 

Nancy my hearts little queen. | 


or 


O witneſs ye powers how much I adore, 
With Nancy I never can part, 
Take counſel ye youths and rely on this truth, 
True love ſprings alone from the heart. 
No clouded ſuſpicions my boſom poſſeſs 
Of rivals thro? jealouſy's ſpleen, 
In her I confide ſhe is faithful and kind 
My Nancy my hearts little queen. 


= S O N G. 
J ny. EI, The raptures of poſſoſſing: 


he | Melting into beauty's arms. 
Miſs Dung. O the joy, the laſting bleſling 
Which from honour — its charms. 
Mr. Beard. _ Love's ſoft fame ſhall gently warm 
TEST +: A... + £ 
Miſs Dang. Love and honour both ſhall charm 
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3 * ; = thee. 
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( 35) 
S O N G. 


The charms of BEAUTY and WINE. 


Sung by Mr. HeguskIRk. 
RISK 8 — 45 us gay, and ' tis beauty leads 


* 


Tis beauty 1 on and with pleaſure ſhall crown, . 
'Tis the ſparkling champaign ſhall heighten our joy, 
And the raptures, of Phillis that never can cloy. 


»Tis ſparkling Champaign, de. * 


In mirth and aelight ; we'll frolick and play, 
And jovial, and jovial we'll driak all the day, a 
With Bacchus and Cupid we'll frolick and play, 
With cheeks red as roſes or flowers in Max. 18 
"Tis ſparkling r de. 1555 
Ye ſons of dull care ig woman and wine, 
Thoſe bleſſings of nature and Jove's delights, _ 
To man»>they were given to ſooth the dull mind. 
Then drink and be cheerful give grief to the wind. 


'Tis ſparkling Champaign, &e.. 
2 S ON G. 
O more ſhall dull care 7 <4 
rm N Our ſpirits impair . IE: 
And make us look fallow and ing : +4; 


Jolly Bacchus to night 
r 1 his Mittimus write, 
9 ſend him to hell 3 is no fin. 


(36) 
s ON G. 
SOMETHING NEW. 


N all mankind's promiſcuous race, i 
The ſons of error urge their chace 
The wond”rous to. pe ue, 
And both in country and in town, 
The courtier cit and clown, 
, act mae new. 


"4 * 


pe. The poets ſtill from nature take, 
And what is ready-made they make, 
Hiſtdrians muſtbe true; 
88 How therefore ſhall we find a road, 
Hbrol diſſertation, ſong or ode, 
To give you Oy wow, "IL 


#0 


Ih T hey ſay virginity is ſcarce, 
= As any 7 rs proſe or verſe 

And ſo is honour too. 

Wy he papers of the day imply 

No more than that we live and die 
+ And pay for ſomething new. 


| 3 X 34> foo alike the woeful dearth, 
© Ingmglancholy, or in mirth, 
| Then what ſhall ladies . 17 1 le ; 
4 "Scek virtue as th' immortal prize; S l 
1 fine be honeſt and be wiſe 1 f 
x 8 e is 5 r ns” dT a: 08 
2 12 FAS 7 by i OÞ 12.4 alan SONG 
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Sung by Mr, DoneEAth. _— 


In LovE in a VILLAGE. © _ 
(St. Patrick's Day in the Morning.) © 4 
Plague o' theſe Wenches, * make fach v7 
pother, 


When once they have let'n àa man have his will ß 
They're always a whining for ſomething or other, 
And cry he's unkind in his carria 

What tho'f he ſpeaks them ne'er ſo airly, : 25 22k 


2 
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Still they keep teazing, teazing on”: Z ps 
You cannot perſwade 'em, +. 4. 
"Tull Promite e you've made em 8 
And after they've got it, 7 A 


They tell you add rot it! 
Meir character's blaſted, they're ruin'd undons 51; 

And then to be ſure, fir, 

There is but one cure, ſir, 


And all the diſcourſe is of marriagey +, . . 4 
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A Wer ft vir! 0 lives in town; 2454.28 
Not far from Covent- Garden, 6 er ol 
Were I worth ten- thouſand pound. oh 5 +73 
She ſhould have ev'ry farthing 6 I 3 

While ſhe is kind, my conſtant ming 
No other chooghts ſhall harbour; 50 ee $04 21-208 
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| (40) 


| F Upon m ſoul, without controul, 
I think ſhe's juſt the barber. 


The lilly and the damaſk roſe 
Are both combin'd together, 
Their colours on her cheeks diſcloſe, 
In ſpite of any weather, 
Her breaſt heaves high, with rolling eye; 
She's quite the thing I'd have her. 
Where you to ſee above her knee, 
3 You'd ſwear ſhe was the ſhaver. 


Her taper e whiter are 
= Than ſnow-drops in the valley; 
No other damſel can compare 
«0 With charming, lovely Sally, 
80 neat her dreſs I muſt Lonfeſz 
No quaker can be primmer. 
Her chanting tongue ſo well is hung, 
4 3 I'm ſure ſhe is L e trimmer. 


Her locks, which are a jetty black, 

37 b * Hang curling on her ſhoulders, 

And when ſhe Fies upon her back 
Aſtoniſh all beholders. 
E Her hairy head will ſtand the brunt, 

No bears ſkin. can be rougher 3 
If by the bye with her you lie, 

She 11 ſoon make you the puffer. 


4 3 | If an one ſhould want to know 
* e "i that's here intended, 


Toll loll, &c. 


N un 


To Bridges ſtreet they need but go, 
They chere will be befriended. 

The ſign's three hairs, one pair of ſtairs, 
*Tis truth, depend upon't fir, | 
She's clean and nice, a crown's the price 

To ki/s this female tonſor. e 


S ON G. 
The SILENT FLUTE. 


$ Damon late with Cloe ſat, 
They talk'd of amorous bliſſes ; 
Kind things he ſaid, which ſhe repaid, 
In pleaſing ſmiles and kiſſes. 
With tuneful tongue of love he ſung ; 
She thank'd him for his ditty : 
But ſaid one day, ſhe heard him ſay, 
The Flute was mighty pretty. 


1 
Young Damon, who her meaning knew, 
Took out his pipe to charm her; 
And while he ſtrove with wantor. love, 
And ſprightly airs to warm her; 
She begg'd the ſwain to play one ftrain, 
In all the ſofteſt meaſure, we. 
Whoſe killing ſound would ſweetly wound,  ,, 23 
And make her die with pleaſure. 


Eager to do't, he takes the flute, 75 
And ev'ry accent traces; | 2 


Tove trickling through his fingers flew, 
In tender warbling graces. 

He did his part with wondrous art, 
Expedcting praiſes after; 

But ſhe, inſtead of falling dead, 

4 Broke out into a laughter. 


5 
— 
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v1 Taking the hint as Cloe ment, 
23; Said he, my dear be ealy : 

I have a flute, which tho? *tis mute, 
May play a tune to pleaſe ye. 
Then down he laid the ſmiling maid ; 

ö He found her kind and willing. 

He play'd again, and tho' each ſtrain 
43 Was filent, yet t'was killing. 


Fair Cloe ſoon approv'd the tune, 
And vow'd he play'd divinely ; 
Let's have it o'er, ſaid ſhe, once more, 
It goes exceeding finely. 


The flute is good that's made of wood : 


# And is, I own, the neateſt ; 
Baut ne'ertheleſs J muſt confeſs, © 
= The ſilent flute's the ſweeteſt. 


GN. 


AS Wit, Joke and Humour together were ſat, 


With liquor a plentiful ſtock, 
Still varying the ſcene, with ſong and with chat, 
The watchman bawl'd, “ paſt twelve o'cloc 


. . 


k. 
At 


At that hour I've read, oft ſpirits do come, 
And poor timid mortals affright, 
Juſt then in that inſtant, one enter d the room; 
An ancient pale face, meagre ſprite. 


The phantom appear'd and the candles burnt blue 
Wit and humour began for to ftare ; 

Cries out, Joke! © look'e friends, this 1s nothing new, | 
„ Behold !—ſee, *tis only Old Care.” . 


I know he would tell us, *twas Time ſent him here, L 
And tell us 'tis time to be gone; 1 
But we'll tell him this, let him think whit he dre, 4 
« We'll finiſh him e'er it be one.“ 9 


— 
* 


They quickly agreed, and how: it they went, 
Reſolving of Care to get free ; 
Wit mov'd it;—and ftrait they all join'd in conſent 
To lay the ghoſt in the red-ſea. | 


Whole bumpers of claret they quickly drank 15 
And fav'rite toaſts they went round; | 

When humour well pleas'd, thus ſet up a laugh: 
Quoth he, how Care looks now he's —— 


wi * 
8 — POT Te. 
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When loud ſhouting began, huzza they alt cry'd, 
We're rid of this troubleſome gueſt, * 8 I 

«6 Fill your bumpers around, let this - our pride, 3 
Jo ſing, laugh, and drink to tho belt. ” +6 


— - — — —— — 
. - 4 


* 4 Now their blood running high with a conqueſt ſa 
FR reat, ö 

. To ne and drinking they fix ; 

Wich the ſyn they aroſe, with ſpirits elate, 

And decently parted at fix. 


Lt 5, 8 ON 6. 
4 Pedicated to the RxETHRExN of that NonBLE ORDER. 


To the Tune of —Tantararara Maſk all. 


1. B! Bucks all attend to the theme I ſhall ſing, 

0 And in chorus ſo loud make the cieling to ring, 
From thence to the ſkies let your voices reſound, 
EE While each heart glows with mirth, and the bumbers 


go round, Bing tantararara Bucks all. 


$3 x 
But firſt to our Grand let us due homage pay, 
And may each grateful Buck his lov'd edits obey ; 
May his breaſt fraught with candor be open and free, 
And may all in %% tation be honeft as he. 

2H Sing tantararara, &C. 


From ſacred records our ſanction we trace. N 
Of old NzMroD the Buck, who was fond of the chace. 
But ſince that our Orders ſo general become, 
& Sucks are ev ry where made, both abroad and at home, 
n Sing tantararara, &c. 


No to Bucks of all ſects in a health let us join, 
Here's the Bucks of the Bell, and the Bucks of the Vine, 


Here's 


(45). 
Here's the Love at the Platter, and likewiſe to thoſe 


Of our Order ſo true, at the Sun and the Roſe. | 
Sing tantarararhs &C. 


Let him therefore who rails at our hi gh apjellation, . 
Whate'er be his worth, or whatever his ſtation, _ 
Weigh maturely the point, —and pray hard for 
good luck, 
Or its twenty to one but incog he's a Buck, 
Sing tantararara, &c. 
Here's the Politic Buck, whoſe high antlers well 
'd, 
Shakes his parſe at the world while his Doe's fairly 
leap? ; 
Here's a glaß of of condolance to each plodding cit, 
That's — buck'd by a Lord or a Wit. 
Sing tantararara, Ec. 


Here's Sir Gravity too in a bumper ſo cle; 
Who oft at our ſanction caſts many a ſneer ; 
The' in public he rails, yet in private we know, . 
He's a Buck every inch, — 1 appeal to his Dae, 
| Sing tantararara, &c. 


Now to Bucks all kinds we have toaſted ſucceſs, 
Here's the ſweet pretty Does, for can true Bucks db 
leſs ? 
Then join in the chorus with accents ſo ſhrill, 
And may each jolly Buck — have a; at bis will. 
Sing tantararara Bncks all, 


SONG 


0 
A LOVE SONG in LOW LIFE. 


| x | Y the fide of a green ſtagnate pool, 
ERIE | na au Nan ſat ſcratching her head, 
Her mat | 


locks frizzled her ſkull, © 
4 s briſtles the hedge-hog beſpread: 
The wind toſt hEr tatters a road 
Hier aſhen brown beauties reveal'd ; 
RE © . Alink-boy to her through the mud, 
Bare- footed ſcamp'd over the field. 


0 my Jaye, though I cannot well jaw, 

BE & {This pliar at playhouſe began) 

Not tobacco fo ſweet to the chaw, 

2s to kiſs is the lips of my Nan. | 

0 my love, cries the myd-colour'd ſhe, 

And gave him a rib-ſqueezing hug, 

I'd fleep in a cellar with thee, : | 
4 Though bit by each blood-ſucking bug. 


Full as black as themſelves, now the ſky 
Þ To the ſouth of the horizon lower'd; 
Their wedding to keep in the Gy 
* To a ftable they haſtily ſcour” 
While rats round them hungry explor'd, 

© ©" Undaunted they took their repoſe : 

All the night in the litter they ſnor'd, 

And wak'd the next morning to louſe. 
r 0 SONG 
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HANS CAvERL's RinG. - 


Alter'd from Prior. 
A Cobler there was and he lio'd in a Stall, 3 


Wondemn not ye critics, my ſong, . Mx. yet 
1 marvel, 2 5 
hat I ſing the Old Tale of the ring of Hans Carvel; © 

Dan Prior it was who firſt penn'd it in verſe, 
Then deign to attend while the 1 ale I rehearſe. 
Derry down, down, acwn, aoun, derry down. 


' 


This doting old Letcher, infirm and ecay'd, 0 | * 

Cams to town for a buxom young Wife, as tis 

3 A 4 Ga Fo ies rp 

he was ſprightly and gay, and had wit too at will: 

nd her tongue, like moſt women's, would ſeldom 
lie 11; 


A 
' 
" * 7 
4 6 
& © ö ö 
# „ 


N i Derry, down, &c. 5 | 
When her mind undiſturb'd was with troubles - - 

5 and cares, f 0 2 
And her thoughts diſengag'd from domeſtic affairs, 

She would, wake in the morning. about nine dr ten, i 
Drink her chocolate, and faſt aſleep fall again. 
0 281  _ Derry, dun, & c. 
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| Se held him and his cant in alike deteſtation, 
And whatever the fractious old Fumbler could, ſay, 
_ Fly 3 and ſhe went abroad &ery Day. 


Some m 
And if in this caſe 1 ſhould qu 8:40 he: Devil, 
IS ALY but to prevent a wo 


F — 
2 1 d 
* Les 
— 1 „ * : * * 
- * a; * 
* : 
LD 


q 
4 
* 
go. 


At Noos, is *twas uſual; the lady aroſe ; | 


And by Two the paring would have d on her a 


cloaths : 
And if dear Cobnel Careleſs had happen'd to come, 


She would then condeſcend to ſtay dinner at hom 
| Derry yy 4 


* 


inner once over, abroad in the park 


She would ramble a turn or two, till it was dark 3 
Till at length ſuch vagaries gave Carvel ſome. pain, 


And "Poll jealous whimſies poſſeſs'd the Knight! 3 
brain. 
wy Derry down, Ec. 


2 With a view to reclaim then his frolick ſome wife, 
The good man recommended amendment of Life; 
Bid her only reflect how fhort-liv'd beauty was, 


: Saying all men are frail, and all fleſh is but graſz! 


ey gown, Ke. * 


por vain his Attempt to produce 88 


Derry auton, &c. | 


d PSS be gut with impatience, he cry d, 
or other muſt ſurely be try d: 


by A > 2 
2 a 


n 
ot ' Derry deron 4e 
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(49) 1 9 
Talk of IM they fay,. — he ſtraight will - 


| appear. 
And the proverb was — verify'd here : 
For one do with vexation he went to bed ſick, 


— 


And who ſhould he ſee in a dream, but old Nick? 
Derry derum, &c. 
What ſpetie art thou, and what woulaſt thou | 
have ? ; 


My name, Sir, is Satan ſays he, and your ſlave ;' + - * 
Jam come, honeſt Hans, to remove all your rief, 
Take this Ring, and it ſhortly give you relief, 

U Derry dren, &e, 


Wear this on your Finger, you need not to fear, 

But your bus'neſs will quickly he done to a Hair; 

For as certain as ever I look'd over Lincoln, —_ 
That ſhall ne'er come to paſs which you tremble to 

* 13 Der 2 _ 575 


Ss. = Then thruſting the Ring, VER) the maint joint, a : 
Hans in raptures exclaim'd, I've at laſt gain d 
my Point! bear, 
What point ſays, his wife? ? why you drunken old 
You've thruſt in your Te” Devil. knows 4 


where. 

5 „ Den down, ec. 
Learn hence, 7 old Dotards, this maxim from | 
: me; 4 


- No Hives © can be ſoa again W 
For 


0% {ele 
3 0 


= | 50 


48 For however eaſy the Bus'nefs may ſeem, _ 
The Ring of Hans Caryel is nought but a Dream. 
| | Derry down, &. 


S ON G. 


An Invitation to the Court of Couus. 
* By G. RoLLis. | 
(Came, come, my good Shepherd, cur Flock we muf 


ear). 
Ome, come, ye choice ſpirits, together reſort, 
In your Holyday Suits to great Comus's 
Court ; | 
The heartieſt of Bloods are the joyous and free; 
And who are ſo joyous, ſo happy as we? 


% 


| > © We harbour no precepts by dull Cynics taught, 
We practice no rules, with ſobriety fraught : 
The thoughts of our hearts you may read in our 
$712; 1, - "EYES, | 
For knowing no terror we need no diſguiſe, 


een 


By ſanctify'd maxims are hypocrites ſway'd ; 
But we all the children of pleaſure are bred: 
By her dictates alone we are guided to prove 
The delights of the bottle, and raptures of love. 


That giant the watchman we never can dread ; 
His intruſion we puniſh by breaking his head: - 
. Chbampaine 


*& 


— - a * 


(5t) 
Champaine and burgundy expel all our care, | 
And we toaſt the kind girl, be ſhe black, brown ox 


fair. 


When love has poſſeſs'd us, ſome damſel we hire, 
Whoſe eyes like the liquor inflame our defire : 
So joyous and hearty we'll drink and be gay, 
And leave ſober cits to defraud and betray. 


S O N G. 
An IsviTaTiON tqCOMUS's C OURT. | 
OME hither, come hither, ye languiſhing 


ſwains, 
Here's a balm will cure, and relieve all your pains ; 
To the fountain of pleaſure in rapture reſort, 
"Tis the ſummons of Humour to * Court. 
Tis Comus invites, then the ſummons obey, 
Awhile leave your cares, and to pleaſure away. 


There Phzhs ſhall ſing, and old Momus ſhall laugh, 
And his bottle of Nector brave Bacchus ſhall quaff; 
While Time, honeſt 7m? for awhile ſhall be ſtill, 
Ang fit down like a Se“ till he tipples his fill. 
Nor Care, nor Miſtruſt ſhall intrude on our joys, 

For Comus invites, then away my brave boys. 


Should loſſes or croſles perplex ye, OE oe 
19 Ply the glaſs briſkly round. for misfortune'a cure 
af © Ek 8 Eſculobius 


( 52 ) 

LE/rul apius of old had recourſe to the bowl, 
And the Do#or, they ſay, was a /pecial good ſoul ; 
While Health, roſy Health, fills the bumpers around, 


For without *em, he -ſwears, there's no bliſs to be 
found. | 


Then away, my brave fellows, to Comus's ſhrine, 
Where Friendſhip and Humour inceſſantly join; 
Where Freedom and Mirth with the bottle unite 

To beguile all your cares, and with rapture delight, 
Then hark to the call, and the ſummons obey, - 
"Tis Comus invites, to his Temple away. 


"MS © Wi 
| By G. ROLLOS. 
| (If Love's a ſweet Paſſion, why does it torment ?) 


F chloe's an angel, why does ſhe torment ? 
If coquettiſh, O tell me; whence comes my 
content ? 
When : gaze on her beauty, why ſhould I com- 
12 8 ain, | 
Or lament that ſhe's fair, when I know *tis in vain? 
Tho! ſo graceful her mien is, ſo ſcornful's her air, 
That at once ſhe enthralls me with love and de- 
ſpair. & & 


* 9 
* ” 


+ oY 


I approach her reſpectful, and when we're alone, 
By my Aſpect dejefted I make my grief 1 
; : | 1 


r 
But, O, how I'm bleſt when ſo kind ſhe appears, 
By ſome artful deſign to expel all my fears! 


When diſguiſing her ſcorn, ſhe encreaſes my flame, 
And fills me with raptures too boundleſs to name. 


$.0 *, G. 


An INVIVATION to PLEASURE, 
To the tune of Humphry Gravot. 


LEASURE, goddeſs all divine, 
1 Come, O come, my ſoul is thine : 
Come, O come, with graceful air, 
Come, and drive away dull care. 


Care that ſuits with ſordid minds, 

Such as fear or av'rice binds, 

Selfiſh, ſullen, human brutes, 
'Thoſe alone dull care beſt ſuits. 


R Bring with thee ſweet dimpled love, 
Cupid will with pleaſure rove, | 
> Bacchus too muſt join the train, 


Bacchus prompts the jocund ſtrain. + . 


Merry Momus too appear, 

Momus is a foe to care, oy 1 
, Let me, let me join the choir, _ | 

Pleaſure is my fouls defire. 


F 3 


3 


I'll with Bacchus toſs the laſs, — 7 
And with Cupid toaſt 2 | 
Or with waggiſh Momus laugh, 

* Thus PI love, and thus P11 — 


Hence with all your ſober rules, 
'  Wretched pedants, prating fools ! 
Muſty morals I deſpiſe, 
Love and mirth can make us wiſe. 


NS. 
To the 7. 5 2f, when I was a Young Man, I ſat 


in the Parlour, 


HE girls of Killenny, ſo buxom and friſky, 
Wou'd oftentimes treat me with claret and 
wiſky. Botheroo Didderoo. 


| Caſe why, I cou'd dance ſing and caper ſo gaily, 
And my heart was as ſtout as the heart of Shilaley. 
| Botheroo, Didderoo. 


But Cupid the blinker that arch miſchief-maker. 
For Ruggedy Madge caus'd my bowels to quake 
| Sir. 


Botheroo, Didderoo. 


Oh ! Ruggedy Madge was the fair creature's name 
WE for whom my poor boſom was all in a flame Sir. 
.. | Brotheroo, Didderoo. 


. 
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( 55) 


But Oh ! when I came to addreſs and adore her, 
I tumbled down backwards ſtraits forwards before. 
Botheroo, Didderoo- 
Sweet creature faid can you fancy a lover, | 
That now will conceal what he now will diſ- 
cover. | 
£ Botheroo, Didderoo. 


But ſhe with her looks and her tongue gan to jeer 
me, | b 
And ſhutting her eyes was reſolv'd not to hear 


me. 1 
Botheroo, Didderoo. 


Struck dump with this uſage, ſaid I you falſe 
creature, | 15 
You'll meet with your match neither ſooner nor 
later. a 
. Botheroo, Didderoo. 


Then all ye young lovers by me take a warning, 
And pay no regard to their flouting and ſcorning. 
Botheroo, Didderoo. 


So boldly reſolve to be buxom and jolly, 
For it magnifies nothing to die melancholy. : 
| Botheroo, Didderoo. 
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Then when you are dead, they will treat you with 
„ in laughter, act ae 29A 
And call you a fool all your life ever after. 

. Botheroo, Didderoo. 


S.O N G. 
The Aue uns of the Carts. 
A BUR LESGuVE-O PDE, 
By G. ROLLOS. 
RECITATIVE. 


L \WA 6 dead of night, when, as hiſtorians 
| * you" ; ay, 
he ſiſters weird pale Hecate's call obey : 
When on the chimney, or along the wall, 
E- The furry tribe are heard to catterwaulz * 
Fy dert, the largeſt of Grimalkin's race, 


In Cloacina's temple “ took his place, 
*; Where well he knew fair mopſy did reſort," 


| woe take to be the neceſſary houſe, 


+ NT : > "x 
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To whom he long in vain had paid his court: 
There while he purr'd - tho? underſtood by few, 
Except to ſuch as well cat language knew, 

He yell'd in hideous catter-wauling ſtrains, 

His diſmal moan—— which thus the muſe explains: 


„ Closeina was the goddeſs che prefided over the Shen 
. ſewers,whence the definition of cloacina's temple here-menticned, 


SCRIBLERUS, 


AIR 


N 


A I R, 


712 ( Deſpairing defide a char fiream.) 
O oply, for whom e'ery night, 
I fit here and wait all alone, 
| Forſake not your poor Tybert quite, 
But lend a kind ear to his moan ; 
And while thro? the gutters you range, 
Or over the houſe-tops you ſtray, 
Say, is it, ah! is it not ſtrange, = 
That vou never will crawl down this way ? © 


To pleaſe A young kitling like you, 
O what ſhall a tabby cat ſay ? 
Is it blacky alone can ſubdue, 
The lilly-white Mopſy I pray? 
For you I neglect my employ 
Of catching the mice in wrt barn ; 4 
Unheeded > grain they deſtroy, yr 15 N 
Regardleſs they eat up * n „ 


As once we ſo lovingly ſat, 
And together we Waren all the dae, „ 
If it chanc'd that I kill'd a great rat, _ _.,.. © 
My mopſy had ſhare of the prey; Ae 
But now I diſconſolate mew, 
And make the houſe ring with my you. -: 
No Mopſy will anſwer me now; | 
So, hard-hearted Moply farewel ! 
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RECITATIVE. 


E=. He faig —when, lo! the temple's ſummit ſhakes; 
And now, with panic terror ſtruck—he quakes, 
- His briftled black confeſs'd poor Tybert ſcar'd, 
FT When the tiles rattling o'er his head he heard, | 
And thro” the unroof 't dome he Mopſy ſaw, 

ith a huge boar-cat,fightin 
Now to his miſtreſs ficconr f 
And dart his talons in his rival's eyes. | 
Who fled—thus vanquiſh'd by the chance of war, 
And left behind rich ſpoils of ſcatter'd fur: 
The reſcu'd female joyful wags her tail, 
And her deliv'rer thus proceeds to hail: 


. | 1 
* ( nymph that trips the verdant plain), 


1 Ne. more ſhall brave Tybert complain 
Of 4 x s cruelty 
© Since he from Pluto? ; fierce attacks, 
At length has ſet me free: 
In honour of this great event, 
- Shall cats and kitlings all, 
= Within the ſtately Temple make, 
One glorious, catterwaul. 


Aj 
* 


claw for claw : 
rait he tries, | 


Then, to the goddeſs oſ this place, 
Each night we'll ſacrifice, 

| And make the vaulty roof reſound 

Wich our harmonious cries; 3 


For 


(59) 


For her the firſtling of our love, | 
That meet the wat'ry doom, Se xx 

Shall with theſe odours intermix, ' "FP 
And riſe one rich perfume. . 


The reſt who happily eſcape Nn A 
The cruel caticide * | | 

A gilded collar ſhall adorn, * ; 
And filver-bell beſide : 4 39 

Then let the cat-call's tuneful found,” 
Our nuptial rites proclaim ! 

While bards in loftieſt trains ſhall fing, 
Of Tib and Mopſy's fame. 


ks YC 


N 0% 6b 
Signior CAT G U TTINA's Lamentation. 
A Burletta. 


Rreir ar ivo. 


ERE is mine lofe, mine pretty dammoſcine = 


Dat ſhe no come to. make , mine ſhirt look 
cleaner; 


Vat is the reaſon the 1 no come before, 
To mend mine Preeches, vil ſo much are tore. 


® Catierdd-_this term (according to Mr. Bailey, the i envious 
author of the Engliſh dictionary) implies a n at catt, 
1 he action of.cat-Killing, 
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| AIR. 

Jo the tune of, Deareſt creature of all nature, 

| Dammoſeina 

Neat and cleana 

O my lofely beauteous laſs, 

4 Put ſome ſtitches 

3 In my preeches, 

Or de folks —vill ſee mine a—ſe, 
Put ſome ſtitches 8 
In my preeches, 


Or de folks vill ſee mine a- ſe. 
Or de folks, &c. 


Bring ſome ſoap to vaſh and ſcower, 
And ſome ſtarch, cr elſe ſome flower; 
. Haſte, O haſte, mine lofly fair, 
Vile I curl and pinſh mine air. ; 
RF - Dammoſeina neat, &c. 


Vid mine fidel I'll delight ye, 
- Mufic charms will ſure invite ye, 
Come, O come mine Dammoſeina, 
5 {I o your faithful Catguttina. a | 
| Demmoſeina neat, &c. 


| tes RaAKCTATLYO..: 
Vas ever man before in ſuch a plight 
Vat muſt I do? to night, is Op'ra night— * 
But hark I hear her knocking at de door, 
Come in you little pretty, ſauty ore. 
FIX TY YO” ITALIAN b 


(6r) 


ITALIAN AIR. 
S H E. 


Eh ! ſeignior vat you call a me, 
If you ſay ſuch vorts encore, 
I vil fo cuff and maul ye, 
Pl1 teach you call me Ore. 
Pl teach you call me whore, 
I'll teach you, &c 
I heard you ſay fo juſt as I, 
Vas coming at de door, 
Vas coming at the door. 
Vas coming at, &c. 


RECITATIVO. 
HE rs” +. > 


By gar my angels I was in jeſt, 3 5 
For ven I call you ore I lofe you beſt, 92 


ITALIAN A 8 
Come den mine Dammoſeina, 3 
c. Here take mine rofel'd ſhirt, 
And waſh it nice and cleanna, 
For Ah! *tis black as dirt; | 
Den make mine Breeches whole and tight. 
And I will—kiſs you for't | I 
: And 1 will—kif you fort. 72 
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8 0 N G. 


A New MepLey. 


2 I meet my Celia's eyes, 
Populous cities pleaſe me then 5 


And the buſy hum of men. 
And the buſy, buſy, hum 
And the buſy, curious, thirſty fly, 
Drink with me, 
And drink and drive care away, 
Drink and be merry, 
For why ſhou'd we quarrel for riches, 
& Or any ſuch glittering toys? 
=. A light heart and a thin pair of breeches, 
Goes thorough 
The charming Diore, lovely fair, 
_ Sweeteſt, of ſweeteſt of thy ſex adieu. 
Thou joys to great Cæſar, 
Long life, love and pleaſure, 
Here's a health to the duke boys, 
Fill your glaſſes full : 
And let me wander not unſeen, 
By hedge row elms, and hillocks green. 
And there I laid her down, 
And towzled her about, 
' With my fal, lal, la, fall, lal, lal, lal, lal. 
And J begah to ſay, 
Fair lady ! lay your coſtly robes aſide ; 
No longer muſt you glory i in your locks as before, 


And 


| 

„ 
n 
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And if you will have her, | 
You muſt fly in her arms, and catch her 
By the heigh ho ! who's abave ? 
No body here but I my love, 
Shall I come up and ſee how you do? | 
Ay! marry, who knocks at my chamber door? 
"Tis I all ſhiv'ring and ſhaking 
Poor enſign Bevely. 
Dear Molly, for what ſhou'd we ſtay ? 
Till our beſt blood, begins to run 
Down the red lane, down the red lane, 
Down among the dead men ; 
There let ambition fire thy mind, 
Thou wert born —— 
Ye mortals ! that love drinking, 
Apply yourſelves to me : 
"Tis I, 'tis I, *tis I, mad Tom, 
Drives all——all-—— ll before me, 
While to my royal throne I come ; - 
Bow down, down, down, | 
Bow down, down, down, dawn, | 
Bow down, my ſlaves, and adore me; 
Your ſov'reign lord the king. | 
Lang live our noble king, 
God fave the king : 
Send him victorious, 85 

Happy, happy, happy pair: 
None but the brave, 
None but the brave, 
Shall fight, fight and _ 


664) 

The girls in eur town, 

The Black, the yellow, the fair, the brown + 
With an old woman cloathed in grey, 

Whoſe daughter was charming and young, 
And ſhe was deluded away, 

By old Sir Simon the king, 

And young Sir Simon the ſquire, 

With Roger and Nell, 

Come Simkin and Bell, 

Each lad with his laſs hither come, 

With ſinging and dancing. | 

In pleaſure advancing, 

To celebrate Ri Lamei 

For we're gayly yet, and we're gayly yet, 
And we're not very fow, but we're gayly yet, 
Then fit ye awhile, and tipple a bit, 

For we're not very fow, but we're gayly yet, 


S O N G. 


The WAY TO WIN HER; 
LOCANTATA.... 


REciTATiVE. 
PFOUTHFUL and buxom— ſuch the will of 


fate; 
Dorinda mourn'd, alas ! her widow ſtate: 
With ſighs and tears, in diſmal black array'd, 
She all the awful charms of grief diſplay'd. 


| 
| 
i 
| 
| 


pu 


Such 
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Such charms as ſoon a croud of lovers drew 
Who lik'd her perſon uch, and money too 
But ev'ry art they us'd' was all in vain, 

For thus ſhe vow'd ſhe ne'er would wed again. 


AIR 
To the Tune of Mingotte's Minuet. 


Hear I ſwear it, 

Heav*n ſhall hear it, 

J will ever conſtant prove, 
To the deareſt 

And ſincereſt, 

To my firſt and only love, 
Leave you wooing, 1 
Ceaſe purſuing, | 7 8 
All your ſighing, ie 
Swearing, lying, | 
Ne'er, G ne'er ſhall win me more. 


RE CITATIVE. 


A fmart young captain came among the reſt, 
And in a diff rent ſtrain his love expreſs' d. 
Not bowing, ſighing, cringing, and all tha, 
But hugs and kiſſes, to the bi neſs pat, i 
And, while he claſp her ſtruggling to his breaſt, 
In jocund vain the widow he addreſs'd: 
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AIR 


* Ts the tune of Murdock O Blaney. 
I prithee, no more of this old-faſhion'd folly, 


t ma'am, 
*Tis a fin againft nature, to waſte thus your 
: prime, . 
Conſider, you're youthful and handſome and jolly, 
. ma'am, | | 
If you love pleaſure, now, now is your time ; 
Come then, let's away, my dear, 
Make no delay, my dear. 
Iſee by your eyes, that love thinks it no crime. 


Buy heav'n, your charms are divine, 
| Pour lips are like honey I ſwear, 
1 | If you will conſent to be mine, 

| You ſhall not repent it, my dear. 


RECITATIVE. 


As the dark night yields to the approaching day, 
= So the blithe captain baniſh'd care away, | 
L No longer ſorrow faulter'd on her tongue, 

But with a ſmile conſenting thus ſhe ſung : 


AIR. 
To the Tune of Nancy Dawſon. 
44 Dear captain, I muſt needs declare, 
=. Your jocund manner pleaſing air, : 


Have 


- 
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Have done your buſineſs to a hair, 

And *faith, I think you clever, 
With other arts you ne'er had won 
What mirth and humour now have done, 

Lou have finiſn'd well what you begun, 
And J am yours for ever. 


— 


8 


Oung Celadon's miſtreſs was wonderous coy, 
Tho? ſhe liv'd on his looks all the day, 

Not a word cou'd ſhe ſqueeze from the amorous 
boy. | 

Not a (yllable elſe could ſhe ſay 

But, my Delia, 

Let me feel ye . 

Tal de rad de dad de dal dum gi. 


0 


- 


When he met the dear nymph, at a gate or a tile, 
He would hand her moſt gallantly o'er.  *' * 
But a dunce in his courtſhip he was all the while, 
And addreſs'd her again as before, 
O, my Delia, | 
Let me feel ye i as 
Tal de rad de &c, * 


With a bluſh on her cheek, his petition ſne heard, 
Tho? ſhe knew not the drift of her ſwain. 
To the note of the throſtle his voice ſhe preferr'd, 
Which oblig'd him to ſing it again, 
| Deateſt 


—— 
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Deareſt Delia, 
Let me feel ye a 
Tal de rad de &c. 


To a green moſly bank the inquiſitive maid 
By the favouring light of the moon, 
With her comical lover unthinkingly ſtray'd, 
Where the meaning ſhe found very ſoon, 
Of my Delia, 
Let me feel ye < 
Tal de rad de dad de dal dum di. 


S ON G. 


A BURLESQUE on 
| Ve Mortals, in Lethe. 
E bucks, and ye bloods, who're ſo jovial and 


Who dreſs, \ who rove from the park to the 

Who in Anbng and ſinging do take ſuch de- 

B Who FE 4 who rant, and who kiſs all the 

1 | Obey Gbit ſummons, to D-r-y's repgir, 

here frolic and drink, and there kiſs away 
Care. 


There 
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There the old grave looking cit may rake and 
ſing on, 

Secure from the ſcandal .of what he has done, 

There the baſhful and young may be ſoon taught 


the game, ; 
For the doxies will teach them in kiſſing's no 
ſhame, 


Obey the glad ſummons, be. 


There the huſband ſecure from his plague of a 
wife, 

May mn pleaſe his palate, with the ſweetneſs of 
ife, 

For girls young and buxom, and black, red and 

brown, 

There wait but their cull's call to kiſs, and lay 
down. 

Obey the glad ſummons, &c. 


Here's to all thoſe gay ſouls, who around me ap- 
he pear, 
: Who ſpout, and who drink, and who bags all the 
— 

year; 

Now, now, while we're young, let us theſe Pleas 
he ſures prove. 
Then let's drink this toaſt, to the girl that we love. 1 

Obey the glad ſummons, dec. = 


SONG 


ere 


(70 ) 
0 
The D R E A M. 


E critics, I pray, be not piqu'd at my theme, 
What I'm going to tell you is nought but a 
Dream : 
Methought from Fack Speed“, came an odd i invitation, 
To convene the Choice Spirits of this laughing 
nation. Derry down. 


B I have l quoth Tack, at old Pluto's defire, 

1 A grand High Borlace (for there's none ſhall be 

_ - x higher) 

= And provided his Highne/s would honour the Chair, 

T has all the Choice u. that night ſhould appear. 
Derry down. 


1 Tobey the command of my friend J ſoon haſted, 
Nor a moment, (till all things were ſettled) was 
Fe. waſted ; 


= To the place where the carriages inn'd, we ſoon hied. 
| AY With CEN 8 Matt. Sheggs, and a hundred beſide. 
xx Perry down, 


we ſoon left behind this terreſtrial ſphere, 
And quickly to view did Elyſium appear, 


*The firſt Perſon who ſormed the Choice Spirits into a Society, | 


who uſed in bis Life-Time, to aſſembie at his Houſe, the Whe- 
Heorfe-Inn, in Fetter - Lane, 
Where 


md Boos roo Ks 


r 


e 
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Where ſwarms of odd creatures were kenn'd on the 
ſhore, - 


Who, as they deſcry'd us, huzza'd more and mat 


Derry down. 


Fack Speed ſtepping forth with a welcome to all, 
Conducted us ſtrait to old Plato's great hall, 
Who ſeated aloft with majeſtical air. 

Bid us ſet down and eat of the table's good fare. 


Derry down, 


Of various repaſts we pertook with a glee, 

Both immortals and mortals were happy and free, 

'Till fully ſupply'd and the diſhes remov'd, 

Old Pluto Fact, ask'd what liquor we lov'd? _' 
| Derry down. 


Brandy. Punch, quoth our friend, Is the liquor I think, 


The Choice Spirits on earth, us d in my time to drink, 


—Why then, ſays old Pluto, if you'll undertake it, 
I prithee, friend Fac#, be fo kind as to make it. 
| | Derry down. 


A rich bowl then was brought of a glorious ſize, 
Had ye ſeen it, in faith *twou'd ha' dazzled your eyes, 
Full of good Erng/ifþ Brandy, for French we ha? none, 
Becauſe 'twas a foe to Oli E:g/and and fun. 

b 3, | Derry down, 


Then a true ſon of Comus and humour on earth, 
Jack: Beard, op'd the ſcence, full of muſic and mirth, 
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Quoth Pluto, ſach ſtrains before I ne'er heard, 


Fill your bumpers, my lads ; here's a health to Zack 
5 Beard. Derry down. 


Wich applauſe the wide hall, ſor ſome moments 
had rung. . . 
When Lee was ſoon call'd on by Beard for a ſong; 
That done, quoth old Pluto ;—*tis charming I trow ; 
Fill your'bampers agin ; here's a health to Tom Lowe. 
a 7 Derry down. 


+ George Stevens, a bard of good ſpirits and wit, 
To enhance the gay ſcene with his humour thought 
fit, 
O bravo'! ſays Pluto, *tis glorious, by heavens ; 
Fill the glaſſes around; come, your health, Maſter 
Levens. Derry down. 


Ned Shuter, for humour and drolley fam'd, 

For a comical Catch was the fourth that was nam'd : 
Ha! ha! cries old Pluto, I'm cur'd for the future; 
Adieu to the /p/cen—- Here's to merry Ned Shuter. 
8 * Derry down. 


The next was Matt. Skeggs, with his droll noſe and 
chin, | 
Who tipt us a grunt eh, eh, eh, and a grin: 
Pluto {wore *twas a pleaſure to live with ſuch wags, 
And a bumper toſs'd off to his lordſhip Matt Skegg-. 
| Mg ES Perry down. 
Ihen 


— 
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Then Hickman began with a ſoft lulling ftrain, 
That like muſic celeſtial thrilPd ſoft thro” each vein; 
Quoth Pluto, ſuch notes muſt revive e'en a /ick man ; 
Come, your glaſſes, my lads, fill up to Joe Hickman 

Derry down. 


Then Reynolds and Bowyer roſe up with their flutes, 
When the company all were as filent as mutes : 
He that likes not ſuch muſic (quoth PIA) has no ear, 
So we'll toſs off a bumper to Reynolds and Bowyer, 

| Derry Down. 


Then Rooker and Ma/ſty, with Collins and Yates, 
Join'd with Hammond and Harbin, to baffle the fates; 
When Pluto no longer could give out the toaſt, 
But was fairly oblig'd to relinquiſh his poſt. 

| | Der ry down, 


Confuſion and uproar ſucceeded amain, | 
*'T1ll *twas time to return to Ol⁴ England again 
When full of goed liquor theſe turbulent blades, 
With a drunken huzza, bid adieu to the Shages. - 
Derry down. 


S ON 6 
The HoxesT FELLow. 
HO! pox o' this nonſenſe, J prithee give o'er, 


And talk of your Phillis and Cloe no more; 
| H The 
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Their face, and their ar, and their mein, what a rout! 
Here's to thee, my lad, puſh the bottle about. 
Here's to thee, my led, puſh the bottle about. 


Let finical fops play the fool and the ape ; 

They dare not confide in the juice of the grape, 
But we honeſt fellows, *ſdeath who'd ever think 

Of puling, for love while he's able to drink. 


Of puling Ke. 


"Tis wine only wine that true pleaſure beſtows, 
Our joys it increaſes, and lightens our woes; 
Remember what topers of old us'd to ſing, 
The man that 1 is drunk is as great as a king, 


The Mau, &c. 


If Cupid aſſualts you, there's law for his tricks, 
Anacreon's caſes, ſee page twenty-ſix ; 

The precedent's glorious, and juſt by my ſoul ; 
Lay hold on, and drown the young dog in a bowl, 


Lay hold, &c. 


What's life but a frolick, a ſong, and a laugh ? 
My toaſt ſhall be this whilſt I've liquor to quaff, 
May mirth and good fellowſhip always abound ? 
Boys, fill up a bumper, and let it'go round. 
Boys, fill up a bumper, and let it go round, 


CANTATA 


vl, 
C. 


No, no, my joe ſhall have his heart's delight, 


(95) 
CANTATA. 


The SAN DMAN “Ss WeEeppinG. 


Reit er. 


S Joe the ſandman drove his noble team. 
Of raw-rump'd aſſes, ſand ho! was his theme; 

Juſt as he turn'd the corner of the ſtreet, 

His dear lov'd Beſs the bunter chanc'd to meet: 

With joy cried woa! did turn his quid and ftare ; 

Firſt ſucks her gums, and then addreſs'd the fair. 


11 Re . 
Forgive me, if I praiſe thy charms, | 
Thy darting eyes, lips, neck and arms; 
Thy breaſts to Joe always appear A 
Like two ſmall hills of ſand, my dear; 
Thy beauties, Beſs, from top ta toe, 
* Have ſtole the heart of ſandman Joe. 


Come wed, my dear, and let's agree, 
Then of the gin-club you'll be free; 
No brickmaker or ragman's frow 

Dare then reproach thee Beſs for Joe; 
He is the kiddy rum and queer, 

That all St. Giles's boys do fear. 


RECIT:ATIV Bo: it 
Beſs, ſwell'd with gratitude, at length reply'd, 
Muſt Joey proffer thus, and be deny'd : | 


And we'll be wedded cre we flecp this night. 


Na 


_ 8 
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Well ſpoke, quoth Joe, no more need ſay. 
Gee up Galloway; d'ye want any ſand to-day. 


AIR. 


Joe quickly his ſand had ſold, fir, 
And Beſs got a baſket of rags, 

Then up to St. Giles's they ſtroll'd, fir, 
To every bunter Beſs brags. 

Then unto the gin ſhop they pike it, 
And Beſs was admitted, we hear; 

For none of the crew dare but like it, 
As Joey her kiddy was there. 


Full of glee, untill ten that they flarted, 
For ſupper Joe ſent out a win : 

A hog's maw between them was pune” 
After they had fill'd it with g 

So! twas on an old leather 4 * 

M,arry'd they were, ne'er to part: 

But Beſſy ſhe being blind drunk, fir, 
Joe drove her away in his cart., 


. SONG. 


The FORTUNE-HUNTER. 


To the tune of— A ſoldier and a ſai lor. 


Ttend unto my prate, fir, 
And you ſhall hear how late, fir, 


44 » 
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A tonſor woo'd a lady, 
In hopes to touch her r24y, 
And much to win her ſaid; 
But madam ſmelt a rat, fir, | 
And found what he'd be at, fir, 
And in the ſequel mind, fir, 
She ſerv'd him in his kind, fir, 
This fortune hunting: blade. 


The courtſhip he purſu'd, fir, 
The lady ſeem'd quite good, fir, 
The Shaver hugg*d himſelf, ſir, 
In fancy told her pelf, fir, . 

And bleſt his happy fate : 
Like Quixot ſamous knight, fir, 
He thought that all was right, fir, 
Dulcinia's golden, charms, fir, 
As good as in his arms, fir, 

Nor dream't ſhe'd prove ingrate. 


At length, the happy dawn, fir, 
Reveal'd the long-wiſh'd morn, fir, 
When Puff in all his pride, fir, 
Prepar'd to ſheet his bride, fir, 
But mark the dire event : 
A meſſage from the lady, 
Was at the door already ; 
A bulky bag he bore, fir ; | 
Which ſeem'd a wondrous ſtore, 8 
And to him did prelent ; 


H 3 


My Lady ſends her ſervice, 

Says, here what you deſerve is, 

And hopes that you'll approve, fir, 

This — Ge of her love, br, | 
And ſo he took his leave'; 3 

The heroe's joy abounded, 

But ſoon was quite confounded, 

When, lo! upon my word, fir, 

The bag was fill'd with t—d, fir, 
Which made him rant and rave. 


Learn hence ye bilking ſquares, 
To quell your high deſires; 
Your empty prate and noiſe, firs, 
Will prove but meer decoys, firs, 
To gain a lady's mind : 
From popiſh arts refain, firs, 
Or all your hopes are vain, firs, 
Not think that female beauty, 
Conſiſtent with its duty, 
To ſuch can e'er be kind. 


FO) N 05, 
The SPECTACLE MAKER. 


O Delia how fond and how ſpectbleſi am I.) 
8 er 5 d ſtrait as my pt is the fair, 


Her skin with my poſiſbes vies; 
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Her Breath may with freſh-melted cement compare, 
And with ce polilb'd g14//e5 her eyes. 

As ſable her hair as the /n ,-] uſe, | mn 
Her teeth my fine pute beſpeaks; 1 4 

My /eventh-wajb'd em ry its colour muſt loſe, 
Compar'd with the dye of her cheeks. 


A tool on which concave for myops are ground, 
Shen the ſpherical from of each breaſt; 
Bu 


ſay, ye opticians, what 4 can be found, 
Whereby all their velvet's expreft ? 


A metoline Speculum void of a flaw, | 
Well figures her action's perfection, 

Which o'er the moſt beauty my eyes ever ſaw 
Diffuſes a;/p/endid reflection. 


S 0 0. 
Love and WINE. 


(Bri Wine makes us gay and tis beauty leads on.) 


Bacchus and Cupid aſſiſted, we'll ſing | 
The charms of good liquor and love; 
We'll carouſe in ſoft pleaſure, for time's on the 

wing, | 


And the wine ſhall our ſorrows remove. 


CHORUS, 


680) 
CHORUS. 


5 be jovial and gladſome, and cheerfully I. 
mile, | 
While Peggy and claret the minutes beguile. 
Then take off the glaſs in a health to the fair, 
And let it 80 merrily round; 
Let's deſpiſe e' ery ſymptom of anxious dull care, 
While with tranſport and mirth we abound. 


CHO N Us. 


We'll be jovial and gladſome, and cheerfuly ſmile, 
While Peggy and claret the minutes beguile, 


— mi > = com. 


Tis the generous nymph and the ſparkling Cham - 
' - paigne. 
That afford us ſuch bliſs and delight; 3 
They enhven our joys and expel e*ery pain, 
And crown us w h bleſſings all night. 


: CHORUS. 


Then jovial and gladſome we'll cheerfully ſmile, 
While Peggy and claret the minutes beguile. 


Then firſt with brisk nectar we'll cherriſh the heart, | 
And drown all our cares in the bowl; rp 
Then to the kind fair one our wiſhes: part, © =_ 
| And with beauty repleniſh the ors 0 


(81) 
"CHORUS. 
We'll be jovial and gladſome, and cheerfully 


ſmile; 
While Peggy and claret the minutes beguile. 


S470 Is 
The CounTary Wax x. 


OME laſſes and lads, take leave of your dads, 
And away to the may-pole hie: 

For every he, has got him a ſhe, 

And a fidler ſtanding by ; 

There's Willy has got his Jill, and Johnny has got 

his Joan, 
ro jig it, jig it. jig it, jit it, jit it up and down. 
here's W has got his Jill, &c. 


Begin ſays Harry, aye, aye, ſays Molly, 
Ve'll lead up Packington's pound; 
o ſays Nell, and no ſays Doll, 

ell firſt have *allinger's round : 
Then every man did put his hat off to his lafs, 
ind every maid did curtſy, &c. on the graſs, 
Then every man did put, &c. 


art, strike up ſays Wat, agreed ſays Kate, 
pray the fidler play; 
ontent ſays Hodge, and ſo ſays Magee, 
or this is a holliday : - 


7 " 
g . * 4 * 
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Then 
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Then every man began to foot it round about, 


And every maid did jetty, &c. in and out. 
Then every man began, &c. 


You're out fays Dick, you he nas Nick, 
The fidler plays it falſe ; 
So ſays Hugh, and ſo ſays Sue, 
And ſo ſays nimble Ales; 
The fidler then began to play the tune again, 
And every maid did trip it, &c. unto the men. 
5 25 fidler, &c. . 


Let's kiſs fays Nan, content ſays Jane, 
And rg ſays every the ; 
How many ſays Nat, why three ſays Matt, 
For this is a maiden's fee; 
But they inſtead of three, did give them half a ſcore; 
The men in kindneſs, &c. gave them as many more. 
But they inſtead, &c. 


Then aſter an hour, they tripp'd to a bow'r, 
To play for ale and cakes : | 
And kiffes too, until they were due, 
The maidens held the ſtakes ; 
The women then began, to quarrel with the men, 
And bid them take their kiſſes backs and ive e 
their own again. . 
The women then, e. 


Thus they ſat, i it was late, 
4 tir' 1 the fidler quite * 


With ſinging and playing, without any paying, 
From morning until night : 
They told the fidler then, they'd pay him for his 
| play 
And each gave two pence, &c. and went their way. 
They told, &c. 


Good night ſays Cis, good night ſays Pris, 
Good night ſays Harry to doll; 
Good night ſays John, good night ſays Joan, 
Good night ſays every one : 
Some ran, ſome went, ſome ſtaid, ſome nal by 
| the way, 
Each bound themſelves in kiſſes twelve, to meet the 
next holliday. | 
Some ran, ſome went, &c. * 
3 . 


re; 
Oxe. The RARITIESs of Lox Dbox. A Mork x. 


(Ge bo Dobbin. 


ET Roger, and liſten to where J have been, 
Ize tell thee what wonderful zights I have | 


zeen ; 

nen, Such places for paſtime, as now bear renown, 1 
e ei In that famous zity, called fair London town, 
Oh brave London! Oh ſweet London !. | 
In that famous zity, call d fair London town. 
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(Jobn and Betty.) 


Firſt you muſt know, 
That we did go 
Into the zity : 
And zaw not far 
From Temble- bar, 
The wax-work pretty, 


(7 made /ove to Kate, &c) 


Then they carried me, 
To church built by St. Paul; 
Tho' thouſands I did zee, 
f Twas bigger than 'em all, 
And up the winding ſtairs, 
Amaz'd, we did aſcend ; 
So many, waunds ! I thought, 
We ne*er ſhou'd zee an end, 
But how I gap'd and ftar'd, 
When to the top we came, 
| Had you been in my place, 
CONT Why you'd have done the zame. 


(Tom loves Mary paſſing wel/, &c.) - 


; To Guild-hall next we did repair, 
That we might view the giants: 
They fold me they Rood always there, 


4 1 1 
a 
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That 
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Some people are mad for the want of a title, 
And ſome for the want of eftate ; 
Some are mad- with too much, as are ſome wich 
" mas little, | | 
While ev 'ry one curſes his fate. 


$4 

The miſer who eagerly graſps all his ſtore, __ 

Grows mad while he fingers the pelf ; Wo | 

Still madder whenever he thinks there is mere; # 
But what does not belong to himſelf. + 


— 4 
 &* 


While madly he mangles their verſes. 


*. 


8 3 | 
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JEU 


The poor ſtarving wit, with his ſtomach ſo Keen, — 
Looks mad at the want of a dinner; 
The gameſter grows mad, when he find's chat he” 5 I 
bit, _ 
And good luck turns the brains of the winner. | 1 | 
« -4 — a | 
The ſpouting young clerk, with his comptings 8 Nw 
houſe face, _ 
From Dryden or Otto ay rehearſes; s 
And thinks with the crow'd for a Garrick to paſs, 25 _ F 


—— 


8 5 


The lover is mad when for beauty he ighs, 
And kneels at the foot of the fair, 9 
The fair one is mad for believing his lies, 
And vainly indulging her care, 


* 
AY 
” * 


The lawyer is mad at the time 2 racstion, 
9 * doctor i is mad for his fee, 
1 2 
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© The ſtateſman is mad with the cares of the na- 


tion, | | 
The nation's as mad full as he. 


. 
The SEeRvanT's medley, 


HOUSEMATID. 
(Nancy Darwen.) 


I ptay ye, gentles liſt to me, 
| =. 7 


I'm young, and ſtrong, and clean to ſee; 
Il not turn tail to any ſhe 
4 For Work, that's in the country; 
WH Of all your houſe the charge I take, 
I waſh, 1 ſcrub, I brew, I bake. 
And more can do than here I'll ſpeak, 
| Depending on your bounty. 


FOOTMAN. 


” + : 


(Dur bumble fervant madam.) 


= Bchold a blade, who knows his Trade 
In chamber, hall, and entry; 
And what tho? here, I now appear, 
I've ſerv'd the beſt of gentry. 
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A footman would you have, 

I can dreſs, and comb, and ſhave, 
For I a handy lad am, | 

On a meſlage I can go, 

And lip a billet-doux, 
With your humble ſervant madam, 


COOKE-MATID. 


(05 the rooft beef Held Ergland,) 


Who' —_ a good Cook, my Hand they muſt 
crols ; 
For plain wholeſome diſhes i'm ne'er at a loſs, 
And what are your ſoups, your reg outs and your 
ſauce, ee 


Compar'd with the beef of old England c. 


CAL T3 | 
(Gee ho dobbin) 2 2 
If you want a young Man, with a true honeſt 


heart, { | 

Who knows how to manage a plough and cart,” 
Here's one for your purpoſe, come take me and try; 
Yau'll ſay you ne'er met with a better nor II, 
Ce bo diöbin, &c. 
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CHORUS. 
Wl / | (Balance a firaw.) 
| diy maſters and miſtreſſes bither repair, 
| 


hat ſervants you want you will find in our Pair ; 


\ 
[ 


* 


And as for the wages, we ſhan't diſagree. 
TT 3 RW. 
Sung by Mr. Beard, in Love in a Village. 


What cheer my boneft meſſmate:, 


"7 Here was a jolly miller once, 

Io . Liv'd on the river dee; 

He work'd and ſung, from morn *till night, 
No lark more blith than he, 

And this the burthen of his ſong, 

== For ever us'd to be: 

care for no body, not I, 

If no one cares for me, 


n 9. 
Sung by Mr. Beard, in the Same. 
(From the eaſt breaks the morn.) 


I * T gay ones and great, 
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Make che moſt of their fate, 


- 


Mien and maids fit for all ſorts of ſtations there be; 
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From pleaſure to pleaſure they run; 
Well, who cares a jot, 
I envy them not, 
While I have my dog and my gun. 


For exerciſe, air, 
To the fields I repair, 
With ſpirits unclouded and light : 
The bliſſes I find, 
No Sting leave behind, 
But health and diverſion unite. 


S © MN: 43 
Sung by Mr. Lows at Vauxhall. 


2 - » 7 
— — 2 
rs. 


N the white cliffs of Albion, ſee Fame where 
ſhe ſtands, | EET 
And her ſhrill ſwelling notes reach the neighbouring 
lands; 
Of the natives free born, and their conqueſts ma 


ſings. | 
The happieſt of men, with the greateſt of kings. 


F D . * R = 2 * 
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George the Third ſhe proclaims, his vaſt glory re- 
| peats, 
His undiſmay'd legions, invincible fleets ; | 
hom nor caſtles or rocks can from honour retard, 
Face e'en death for their king, they with ſcorn 
+: diſregard, 8 
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0 ! but ſee a cloud burſt, and an angel appears, 
Tis Peace, lovely virgin, diſſolved in tears ; 

Say, Fame, cry'd the maid, is't not time to give 
o'er, 


With ſieges and famine, exploſions and gore. 


His juſt rights to aſſytt hath the king amply try'd, 
Nor his wiſdom or Cath can opponents abide, 
Then no longer in rage let dread thunders be hurl'd 
But leave him to me, and give caſe to the world. 


*Tis done, and great George i is to mercy inclin'd, 

The bleſt op is gone” fo; th for the good of man- 
in 

'Tis che act· of a Briton to beat, than to ſpare, 

nd our Sang 3 is a Briton, deny it who dare. 


To > OM and Keppel let bumpers then ſmilc, 
And to 15 our brave troops, who have taken Bel- 
; eiſle, 
May they meet juſt reward, and with courage ad- 
vance, 
Still to humble the pride and the power of France. 


5223232 232 


Charge your "rang lip high, and drink health to 
the king, 
To .the Duke and the Princeſs, and make the air 


Vg; 3 


ir 


* 


' .Y 
May the days of great George, be all happy and 
long, "oP 
And the man * ſtill be right, who yet never was 
wrong. 


S 0 NM i. 
Sung by Mr. Bear, in Love in Village. 


(Te prigs who are troubled with conſcience's g ualms) 


O ! neighbour, ne'er bluſh for a Trifle 
like this. 

What harm with a fair one to toy and to kiſs ? 

The greateſt and graveſt—a truce with grimace; 

Would do the ſame thing, were they in the ſame 
lace, | 1 

No a, no profeſſion, no ſtation is free : 

To ſovereign beauty mankind bend the knee : 

That Power, reſiſtleſs, no ſtrength can oppoſe - 

We all love a pretty girl—under the roſe. 


$ 0.MN..4q 
Diana's Hunt. | 


REE, riſe, brother bucks, ſee how ruddy's the 
morn, 3 
Diana's been long on the plain; 
* Mr, Secretary Pitt. 


Hark 


Re ( 94 ) 
Hark ! hark ! 'tis the ſound of the hounds and the 


-- "mars. 
| Repeated by echo again: 
Then to horſe, my brave boys, to the chace let's 
awa 
For the 1 of hunting admit no delay. 
If our hounds, when they? re dragging -the wood- 
85 lands around, 
C Unkennel the fox from his den ; 
Or it, when they're trailing — on the ground, 
A puſs ſhould be ſtarted——oh then 
So ho, crys our huntſman, ſo ho, ſhe's in view, 
Then with -hounds in full cry we'll the paſtime 
5 urſue. 
BY if 2 ſhould meet with an out- lying deer, 
The paſtime fo royal we'll rouze ; 

Furſue him, till flam, where he flies, without fear, 
And ne'er the glad fight of him loſe: 
x Neither hedges, nor ditches ſhall ſet us our bounds, 
uu our hunters are good, we'll keep up with the 
= - . | ' hounds. © 
4 F "When our day's ſport is over then home we'll return, 
8 Toi enjoy our dear bottle and glaſs; 
1 . And all be as ready as ever, next morn, 

} Io go back to the jovial chace : 

Thus. Nimrod's diverſion we'll keep in renown ; 

And, each night, with a bumper, our 5 8 ſport 
| we'll crown, 


[ t 5 
1! * 
* ' . 

! 


—_—.. - N 
Js... S O 1 G 
1 + : 


('97 ) 

$0 KN 6 
To the Tune of — The Roaſt Beaf, &c. 
were humming brown beer was the Eng- 


liſhman's taſte, 


Our wives they were merry, our daughters were 
chaſte, 


Their breath ſmelt like roſes whenever embrac'd, 
O ! the brown beer of Old England, 
And O the Old Engliſh brown beer. 


Ere coffee and tea found their way to the town, -" 

Our anceſtors by their own fire-ſides ſat down; 

Their bread it was white, and their beer it was 
brown. 


O ! the brown beer, &c. : 8 | 


Our heroes of old, of whoſe conqueſts we boa 

Could make a good meal of a pot and a og 

O! did-we ſo now, we ſhould ſoon rule the. roaſt 
O!] the brown beer, &c. 


4 2, 
* 
+ , 


When the great Spaniſh fleet on- our coaſt did ap- 


ear, 

Our failors each one drank a jorum of beer, 

And ſent them away with a flee in their ear, 
O! the brown beer, &c. 


Our clergymen then took a cup of good bebe, 
| Ere they mounted the 1 their ſpirits to The 
| en 
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| Then preach'd againſt vice, altho? courtiers were 
I near = | s 
O! the brown beer, &c. 
Their doctrines were then authentic and bold, 
Well grounded on ſcripture, and fathers of old; 
But now they preach nothing but what they are told. 
0. the brown beer, &c. 

For ſince the geneva and ſtrong ratafee, 

We. are dwindled to nothing, but—ftay, let me ſee, 
ww Faith, _— at all, but more fiddle-de-dee. 

_ O ! the brown beer, &c. 
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BARTHOLOMEW- FAIR. 
Tune, Young Strephon he went t'other Day, Cc. 


7 HIL E gentlefolks ſtrut in their ſilver and 

| ſattins, 

We poor folks are tramping in ſtraw hats and 
| n pattens; 

Yet as merrily old Engliſh baHads c an ſing o, 

As they at their opperores outlandiſh ling o; 

Calling out, bravo ankcoro and caro, 

Tho't I ſing nothing but bartelmew fair o. 


Here 


(99) 
Here was, firſt of all, crowds againſt other cow . 
driving, 
Like wind and tide meeting each contrary ſtriving z 
Shrill fidling, ſharp fighting, and ſhouting and 
ſhricking, | 
Fifes, trumpets, drums, bagpipes, and barrow- 
girls ſqueaking, | 
Come my rare round and ſound, here's choice of 
fine ware o, 
Though all was not ſound fold at bartelme fair o. 


There was drolls, hornpipe dancing, and ſhowing of 
poſtures, ' = 

With frying black puddings, and op'ning of oyſters; 

With falt-boxes, ſolos, and gallery folks ſquawling: 

The taphouſe-gueſts roaring, and mouth- pieces 
bawling. 

Pimps, pawnbrokers, ſtrollers, fat landladies ſailors, | 

Bawds, bailies, jults, jockies, thieves, tumblers and 
taylors. 


Here's punch's whole play of the gunpowder plot. 
ſir. 

Wild beaſts all alive, and peaſe porridge all hot, 
ſir; | 
Fine ſauſages fried, and the black on the wire ; 
The whole court of F rance, and nice pig at the fire. 
Here's the up-and downs; who'll take a feat in the 
choir o. 
Tho? there's more up and downs than at bartelmew 
fair o. Here's | 
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Here's Whittington's cat, and the tall dromedary, 
The chaiſe without horſes; and queen of Hungary -; 


Here's the merry-go-rounds, come who rides, come 


who rides, fir. 
Wine, beer ale, and cakes, fre-eativg beſides fir. 
The fam'd learned dog that can tell all his letters, 
And ſome men and ſcholars- are not much his 
betters. 


This world's a wide fair. n we ramble mong 
gay things; 
ie. paſſions like children are tempted by play- 
things; 
'By ſound and by ſhow by traſh and by trumpery, 
The fal- falls of faſhion, and frenchify'd frumpery. 
What is life but a droll, rather wretched than rare o? 


- And thus ends the balled of Bartelmew fair 0. 


$ O N 8. 
The BAC CHANALIANVS. 


INE, wine is alone the brisk fountain of 
mirth, 

.Whence jollity ſprings, and contentment has birth; 
What mortals ſo happy as we who combine, 
And fix our delight in the juice of the vine: 
No care interrupts when the bottle's in view, 
Then glaſs after glaſs, my boys, let us purſue. 

No care interrupts when the bottle's in view, 


Then glaſs after glaſs, my boys, let us purſue. 
440 1] Our 


ir 


3 
Our laws are our own, not enforc'd by the crown. 
And we ſtand in them fair, till we fairly fall down: 
Attacts or repeals we diſdain to repine; 

Nor grudge any tax, but the tax on our wine : 

To Cæſar and Bacchus, our tribute is due, 


Then glaſs after glaſs, my boys, let us purſue, 
To Czar, &c. | | 


His worſhip ſo grave, here may revel and roar, 
The lawyer ſpeak truth who ne'er ſpoke ſo before; 
The pariſon here ſtript his prieſt- hood's diſguiſe, 
And Chloe's ſcorn'd lover get drunk and grow wiſe; 
The husband may learn here to com bat the ſhrew, 
So glaſs after glaſs, my boys, let us purſue. 

The husband, &c. i 


The chace of the bottle few accidents wait, 

We ſeldom break neck, tho' we oft crack a pate; 

If wars riſe among us they ſoon again ceaſe, 

One bumper brings truce and another brings peace; 

"Tis this way alone we life's evils ſubdue, | 

Then glaſs after glaſs, my boys, let us purſue. 
Tis this, &C. 


0 44 


The UNION of Love and Wins. 


ITH women and wine I defy ev'ry care, 
For life without theſe is a bubble ct ait; 
For life without theſe, &c. 
| K 3 Each 


($08). * 


Each helping the other, in pleaſure I roll, 
And a new flow of ſpirits enlivens my ſoul. 
Each helping the other, &c. 


Let grave ſober mortals my maxims condemn, 

I never ſhall alter my conduct for them; | 

I care not how much they my meaſures decline, 

Let 'em have their own humour, and I will have 
mine. 


Wine prudently us'd will our ſenſes improve, 
*T'is the ſpring tide of life, and the fuel of love; 
And Venus ne'er look'd with a ſmile fo divine, 


As when Mats bound his head with a branch from 
the vine. 


Then come, my dear charmer, thou nymph half 
divine, 
Firſt pledge me with kiſſes, next pledge me with 


wine, 


Then giving and taking, in mutual return, 


The torch of our loves ſhall eternally burn. 


But ſhou'dſt thou my paſſion for wine diſapprove, 
My bumper I'll quit to be bleſt with thy love; 
For rather than forfeit the joys of my laſs, 

My bottle I'll break, and demoliſh my glaſs. 


163 ) - 
8 bY N G. 
80 
The ſame is intitled and called MorLv's Der 16 up, 
a Nexcellent New Ballit by the Kritika/ $97 at + 


Sung by Beſs Tatter at the Corner of Blow. bla! Jer 
Street. 


Oung Strafron he went bother day to the w 1», 
For ſum huckle-my-buff and a ginger- hr 
| Katze 
But oh he was bobbiſh and joyous and jolly, 
When on the gay green he diſkiver'd his Molly. | 


Dear Molly ſhe came all along the gay grene, 
As fine as a horſe or a ginger-bred queen ; 

Young Strafron he buſs'd her, and made her ap, 
And look'd if ſo be as he could not tell how. 


With that they begun without any pother, 

A talking of this, and of that, and of t'other 

And tho? ſhe would piſh, and wou'd cry, let me 0 * 
He hugged her likewiſe, and he ſqueeg'd her 


Being the Moral. 


Come all ye young youths of Saint Larinces n. Wi 
Who loves ev'ry thing that is finiſh and rari%, 9 
Be joyous and buckſome, and bobbiſh and joll- 

Sing Molly and Strafron, and Strafron and N. Jy. 


80 2 
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85 *'V. 
The TRUE ENGLISHMAN. | 


Tune Shawnbree, 


OS”: f 
E rakehells ſo jolly, 

| Who hate melancholy, 

And love a full flaſk and a doxy ; \ 


Who ne'er from love's feats 
Like a coward retreats, | 
Afraid that the harlot ſhou'd p— you; | U 
While we hve till we die, 
To the Shakeſpear let's fly, 
Where we ſhall find both in great plenty ; 
With the juice of the wine, X L 
Our ſenſes refine, 


And drink till the hogſhead is empty. - 


Here, Tompkins, more liquor, 
Z—— ds man! bring it quicker; 
Champaigne, by all true topers courted ; D 
Without thoſe damn'd tricks, 
French brandy to max, | 
But genuine, neat as imported : \ 
Wbile thus cherrey merry, 
| Let Harris and Derry 
Wich faces uncommon ſupply us; 
= Poll French and Bett Wemys, 
And ſuch batter'd old brims, 
Ye pimps, let them never come nigh us, 


Now 
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Now each joyous fellow, 
While thus we are mellow, - 
And the fume of the grape does inſpire ; 
While that's to be had, 


Let's be drunk and be mad, at 
And fling all our wigs in the fire ; 'F | 
Break bottles and glaſſes, 
Bilk landlords and laſſes, 


What 


If any preſume 
|. To come into the room, . 


We'll 


Like Quixote of old, 


raſcal our humour dares hinder ? 


throw the dog out at the window. 


As we have been told, 


Let's 


ſally in ſearch of adventures 1 


Mother Douglaſs we'll rout, 
Kick her bullies about, 
And knock down the watch if he enters: 
Drink and whore all our lives, 
Lie with other men's wives, 
Debauch ev'ry damſel we hit on; 


8 


And all order deſpiſe; 


wear and curſe, and tell lies, 


And this is the life of a Briton. 


D 


G 8 O N G. 
The Cur- BOARD Lover! + . 
cky I love, and Pm fond of the Name, 


Tho? he courts worn deine 25 Figm?: : 


fo 
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To pull her coif for her I'll not t be aſraid, 
Since I am neglected for ſuch a poor Jade : pf 
I'd have her to know, 
„ Fhoc' in tatters 1 go, 
T have money to ſhew, which ſhe han't I'm afratl. 


The it bits I ſav'd him, both pudding and Pye, 
Whieh he in a corner would aſk for fo fly, | 
. F gave em him then, to be conſtant he {wore ; 
O had he been ſo he'd have had ten times more: 
But now I will eat | c 
All the good things I get, 
Tho' I'm choak'd, not a bit ſhall he have to devou 


'Then with his Maux to Pot Allen? s he goes, K 
And there he ſits drinking and ſmoaking his noſe, 
With gin and tobacco his doxy does treat, 
And hot- pot ſo coſtly, and kiſſes fo ſweet ; 
At late in the night, 
I went out of ſpight, #: 0 
To view their delight, I their j joys did defeat. . 


| 


For as they went home Dick look'd back : 
turn'd pale, 

And his deareſt to hold by the hand did not fail, 
For fear ſhe ſhould fall ; and I ſwear by this ligh 
They both tumbled into the cart-rut outright ; 

I ſaw them there wallow, 

Then gave them a hallo, 
For they could not Ow, 6 ſo I bid em good nigh 

SO 


'Y 


id | 
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S ON G. 


In anſwer to the Feregeing. 


Ort, thy rhimes have rekindled my flame, 
And I burn like freſh tinder at ene thy 
name, 
Thy eyes are as bright as our candles by night, 
Newly clipt by the ſnuffers to burn with more 
light 
No Nanny ſhall take me, 
I ne'er will forſake ye, 
fa pudding you'll make me, my deareſt delight. 


our The pot is a boiling, old miſtreſs not here, 


und there lies the cellar-key—fetch me ſome beer: 
e, Now ſweet is thy face when a ſmile is thereon ! 
*© Put thou art ſlow-footed—why art thou not * ? 
PII mingle the flour, C0 
But don't ſtay an hour, 
ay prithee don't lour— III kiſs thee anon. 


How ſweet are thy lips ! has charming thy eye! 
Il drink up my liquor, for ſorrow is dry; 


© "Yby hand is much ſofter than velvet or pluſh, 
mil if it had never known mop, broom or bruſh : 
* h My deareſt, believe me, 

ig I ne'er will deceive thee, 


ad rather than leave then, we'll wed with” a ruſh, 


But 
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Put if a Gold Ring I by Chance can procure, 

O that, my dear Molly, will make the work ſure ; 
For a ruſh is too tender and apt to be broke, 
Than how fillily we at each other ſhould look! 
Our Nancy would jeer us, 

Whene'er ſhe comes near us, | 
Nay, I vow I am ſerious in what'I have ſpoke. 


For to Morrow we'll go to our good doctor White. 

And I ſwear by this mug he ſhall do us both right; 

We'll ſend Nan a wiflow—a very good Joke! 

Come, here is a Sixpence, pray let it be broke; 
Now you know my — | 

Away to your cleaning, 

For I'd not be ſeen 1 in this place by our folk. 


8 0 N G. 
In Praiſe of Pox TER, and other STRONG BEER, 


OME drink, my boys, your ſpirits cheer, 

| And do at nought repine; 0 
To chaſe Deſpair and drown your Care, 

o 1 os off ſome barley- wine. 


And a toping we will 80, &c 


eee, 


In praiſe of Claret and . 

1 et others be profuſe, - 

| With ſuch thoſe elves may pleaſe themſelves, 

2 - Give me ſome Barley. juice. 
And a toping, & 
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The product of our native ſoil, 
Out- vie the grapes of France; 
Then Britons- like, let's drink about, 
It's value to enhance. 


And a toping, & 


Tho? Cloe treats me with diſdain, 
I never will repine; 


No girl on earth ſhall give me pain, 
Whilſt I have barley-wine. 


And a toping, &c. . 


—_ 


— * 


SONG 8, in a piece of two acts, called 
3 FATRY/ Tab: 
Taken from SHAKESPEAR. 


Mr. L O VE. 
OST noble Duke, to us be kind; 
Be you and all you courtiers blind, 
That you may not our errors find, 
But ſmile upon our ſport ; 
vc For we are {imple actors all, 
Some fat, ſome lean, ſome ſhort, ſome tall ; 
Our pride 1s great our merit ſmall ; 
Will that, pray, do at court: J 


L Shall 


61100 
Mr. YATES. 


Shall tinkers, weavers, tailors, dare 

To ſtrut and bounce like any play'r, 

And ſhew you all, what fools we are, 
And that way make you ſport ? 

Our lofty parts we could not hit, 

For what we undertook unfit; 

Much noiſe indeed, but little wit, 

That will not do at court. 


- DOA ARG Q N 2. 
O would the Duke and Dutcheſs ſmile, 
'The court would do the ſame a-while, 
But call us after, low and vile, 
And that way make their ſport : 
Nay, would you ftill more-paſtime make, | 
And at poor we your purſes ſhake, 


Whate'er you give, we'll gladly take, 

For that will do at court. | 

5-5. t 

4 1 | 
5 Miſs W RIGHT. | J 


INGCUP, Daffodil and Roſe, 
Shall the fairy wreath compoſe; \ 
. + Beauty, ſweetneſs, and delight, ] 
Crown our revels of the night; : 
: Lightly trip it o'er the green, I 
Where the fairy ring is ſeen; q 
3 \ 
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So no ſtep of earthly tread, 
Shall offend our lady's Head. 


Virtue ſometimes droops her wing, 
Beauties bee may loſe her ſting : 
Fairy land can both combine, 
Roſes with the eglantine ; 
Lightly be your meaſures ſeen 
Deftly footed o'er the green ; 
Nor a ſpectre's baleful head, 
Peep at our nocturnal tread. 


$ ON 6. 


Mis WRIGH T. 
ES, yes, I know, you are he 

That frighten all the villagree ; 
Skim milk, and labour in the quern, 
And bootleſs make the huſwife churn 3 
Or make the drink to bear no barm, 
Laughing at their loſs and harm, 
Put call you Robhin, and ſweet Puck, 
You do their work, and bring good luck, 


OF” 
Yes, you are that unlucky ſprite ! 

Like Will-a-whiſp, a wandering light. 
Through ditch, thro? bog, who lead aftray* ; 
Benighted ſwains, who loſe their way; 
You pinch the ſlattern black and blue, 
You filver drop in huſwife's ſhoe 5 

L 2 


1 


For call you Robin and ſweet Puck, 
You do their work, and bring good luck. 


D UE F. 


Miſs Fo x p, A W AY, away, 
I will not ſtay, 
TA But fly from rage and thee, 
Miſs Roo E Rs, Begone, begone, 
You'll feel, anon, 
: What ?tis to injure me. 
Miſs Fo RD, Away, falſe man 
Do all you can, 


. F ſcorn your jealous rage! 
Miſs Rocrtrs, We will not part; 


Take you my heart! 
; Give me your favourite page. 
Miſs Foo, Pll keep my page! 
Miſs Roo gE RNS, And I my rage 

Nor ſhall you injure me, 
Miſs FOR D. Away, away, 

I will not ſtay, 

But fly from rage and thee. 

Born, Away, away, &c. | 


en 


Maſter RA WORT H, 


OME, follow, ſollow me 
Ve fairy elves that be; 


O'er 
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O'er tops of dewy graſs, 

So nimbly do we paſs ; 

The young and tender ſtalk 
Ne'er bends where we do walk. 


3 ONG. 


Miſs WRIGH T. 


7 OU ſpotted ſnakes with double tongue, 

Y Thorny hedge-hogs, be not ſeen, 
Newts and blind-worms, do no wrong, 

Come not near our fairy queen. 

Philomel with melody, 

Sing in your ſweet lullaby, 

Lulla, lulla, lullaby, lulla, lulla, lullaby; 

Never harm, nor ſpell, nor charm, 

Come our lovely lady nigh, 

So good night with lullaby. 


Weaving ſpiders come not here : 
Hence, you long-leg*d ſpinners hence; 
Beetle black approach not near, 
Worm, nor ſnail, do no offence, 
Philomel with melody, &c. 


L 3 
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SECOND er. 
S O N G. 


Mis ROGER o, 


P and down, up and down, 

We will trip it up and down; 
We will go thro? field and town, 
We will trip it up and down. 


D EU T, 


Maſter RAWORTH and Miſs WRIGHT. 


ELCOME, welcome to this Place, 
Fav'rite of the fairy queen; 

Zephyrs, play around his face. | 
Waſh ye dews, his graceful mein. 


Pluck the wings from butterflies, | 
To fan the moon-beams from his eyes: f 
Round im in eternal ſpring, 
Graſhoppers and crickets ſing, 


hy the ſpangled ſtarlight ſheen, 
Nature's joy he walks the green; 

Syeet voice, bright eyes, and graceful mein, 
Speak him thine, O fairy queen! 


\ OP 
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Miſs W RIGHT. 


LOWE R of this purple dye, 
Hit with Cunid's archery, 
Sink in apple of her eye ; 

When her lord ihe doth eſpy, 

Let him ſhine as glorioully, 

As the Phœbus of the ſx». 

When thou wak'it, if he be by. 
Beg of him for remedy. 


1 


Maſter RAW ORT , 


RPHE Us, with his lute, made trees, 
And the mountain tops that freeze, 
Bow themſelves when he did ung; 
To his muſic, plants, and flowers, 
Ever ſpring, as ſun and thowers 
There had made a laſting ſpring. 


n 


Maſter RAW OR T H. 
Y I G H no more lady, ſigh no mores. * 


Be not inconſtant ever ; 
One foot on tea, and one on ſhore, 


For you'll be happy never, 


G 


1 
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SALLY MOORE. 


OR a ſhape and an air ſure never was ſeen, 
F Such beauty was ne'er known before; 
The poets may prate o'the cyprian queen, 

She's nothing to ſweet Sally Moore. 


When ſhe warbles her voice to the tuneful guittar, 
Enraptur'd I cry oer and o'er ; | 
Here muſic and love are conjunctive I ſwear, 
They're center'd in ſweet Sally Moore. 
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Each accent ſhe utters love plays in her eyes, 
To its force I was ſtranger before; | 
The firſt time I ſaw her I found with ſurprize, 

*Twas in vain to reſiſt Sally Moore. 
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Not beauties exterior alone do adorn, 
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if But beauties in mind ſhe has ſtore ; : 1 
| Such ſenſe and good nature, ſure never was born, 
1 ji Like thoſe in my ſweet Sally Moore, B 
Wl | And once what I treated with ſcorn and diſdain, 
A Now gladly embrace and adore ; Tt 
_TT Not a day in the week can J ever refrain, 
|} if From the fight of my ſweet Sally Moore. A 
| li To 
11 9 
if 
A \ 
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In my arms the dear charmer how oft I intwine. 
And her beauties I loudly adore, 

The toper himſelf woa'd quit Bacchus's ſhrine, 
For a kiſs of my ſweet Sally Moore. 


Dm 44-4 


Amidſt the gay round when ſhe leads up the dance, 
The youths al! in tranſports adore 

Cries Damon one night (as he looked aſkance) 
No nymphs like the ſweet Sally Moore.“ 


0 — ͤꝓ —Dð — 


"od, oh - 


Then come my dear girl, bleſs the ſondeſt of men, 
To the church let us haſte, I implore; 

Oh! grant me this boon—and in conſequence then 
I'm ſure to be happy in Moore. 
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8 ON G. 


Few WorDs ARE BEST. 


HEN I was a girl I had often heard tell, 
| Of the ſweets and ſow'rs of marriage; 
But I was determin'd perchance it e'er fell, 
To venture good luck or miſcarriage. 


It happen'd that once an acquaintance of mine, 
By tree confent of her mother, 

A pretty young fellow in wedlock did join, 
I wiſh'd for juſt ſuch another. 
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So happy they ſeem'd and fo pleaſant they were, 
I vow'd I'd be married — and ſoon, 

For I thought I wou'd ſacrifice all I declare, 

Tho' *twere, but for the honey moon. 


Perhaps you-may call me pert forward bold thing, 
And your noſes turn up in a ſcoff, 


But none of you all tho? you flounce and you fling, 
Of a huſband wou'd e'er declare off. 


But bleſt be the fates the day and the hour, 

That Corydon r to my ſight; 

E ſenſe and good nature's a kingdom and dow'r, 
My Corydon all my delight. 


* B words fewer words then lovers oft ſay, 
Io church we conſented to go; 

"With pleaſure I promis'd to love and obey, 
4 1 with every one would do ſo. 
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2 Rr me are nothing but 
= _ wind, 
4 ” Yout angels and diamonds a jeſt 3 

For always I think if 1 ſpeak out my mind, 


Few Ws to a * is beſt. 
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And now my whole care's to pleaſe my dear mate, 
4 No jarring or brawling we know, . 
No arguments holding of this and of that, 

1 But fonder and fonder we grow. 


2 ä 25 | Hail 


t 


Hail wedlock - bleſs'd ſtate - where each can a Sgokls / 


| Shou'd ought go awry he ſhall frown and ſhall <bide” / 30 
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But woful to thoſe who've miſcarried ; 
But I with my Corydon, live, as if free, 
Sing bleſt be the day that I acdc 


30 © 


Rar IT I'll never be MAR RIED. 


3— I wed Þ'1l have all things my ways 
In nothing PII are be debarr'd, 
For ſooner than e'er he my will ſhou'd gainſay, 
Ud rat it I'd never be marry'd. 


So many have thought, perhaps you * ſay, 
And often this point have miſcarried ; 

But it ſigniſies nothing I will have my way, 
Ud rat it I'd never be marry'd. 1 

. * T 

To be ſnubb'd, and be fool'd, that I never can baun, 
For that faith I always have parry'd 3 ;) 

And afore that a man ſhou'd be fone I fuer, © + 3 
Ud rat it I'd never be marry?di + . 


* 


If abſent I chanc'd to have tarry'd ; oh | 
On my word, mighty fine, on ſuc tetins to be 90, 14] 
Ud rat it PlI never be married; e : 
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"I plenty of ſweethearts have had in my time, 
And each thought the day to have carried. 

Some courted in proſe and others in rhyme, 
But none of the fools I e'er married. 


For the way to live eaſy is ſingle to be, 
In wedlock what hopes have miſcarried, 

No fellow on earth ſhall e'er controul me, 
For rat it I'll never be married. 


0 


O view the roſe in all it's pride 
Where natures greateſt ſkill is: 
Whoſe damaſk bluſh attracts the eye, 
Such are the cheeks of Phillis. 


= . Like as the arches gradual curve, 
(Whoſe builders greateſt ſkill is 

The circle nicely to extend, ) 
Such are the brows of Phillis, 


Clear as the ſoft meand'ring ſtream, 
That purling from yon hill is; 
Bright as the diamonds piercing light, 
Such are the eyes of Phillis, 


TW . 
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Fair as the ermine view the maid, 
Not half fo fair the lillies; 

Lillies nor exmine can compare, 
Such is the ſkin of Phillis, 


Like as the cherry's beauteous hue, 
Where natures greateſt ſkill is; 

Behold 'em their in ſcarlet pride, 
Dwell on the lips of Phillis. 


Center'd in beauty virtue dwells, 
Her temper all gaod will is; 

Too weak my Pen correct to draw, 
The portrait of my Phillis, 


. 


The RERIECTED Lover, 


Eſolv'd to love I Polly woo d, 
'The nymph I did adore ; 

1 fighed and pin'd, — as lovers do, 
What cou'd a youth do more ? 

No nymph was e'er ſo fair I thought 
Her eyes like ſparkling ore ; 

I us'd all arts as lovers uſe, 
And none could do no more, 


I But the for love diſdain return'd 
al Tho' kneeling I'd 2 : 
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Yet ſhe was deaf to ev'ry ſigh, 
And I cou'd do no more. 
O ſay ye youths ! was this not hard ? 
That I'd no pirying pow'r, 
That 1 ! in vain ſo oft ſhould plead, 
So oft, in vain adore ? 


At length quite weary'd with deſpair 
Seeing ſhe'd not comply ; 

I, by degrees, reſum'd the man. 
And Polly did defy. - 

For ſighs and tears I found were vain 
No pity cou'd implore ; 

I try'd each ſoothing tale and ſong 
What cou'd a youth do more. 


Of Polly now no more my muſe, 
My heart's once only ſtore ; 

J did all that a man cou'd do 
And none could do no more. 

Farewel ! ungrateful girl farewel, 
'That ever lived fince Adam, 

I've nothing more then this to ſay 
Your humble ſervant madam. 


= 0 N- 6, 


The RESIGNATION. 


HAT means my Cloe thus to frown 
When ſhe's alone my care ; 


Fe 
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Why chide as if ſome crime I'd done, 
O! ſay my charming fair. 


Depriv'd of every hope I ſee 
Poor damon you deſpiſe ; 

O cou'd I once, but gain a ſmile, 
What pleaſure would ariſe ! 


You've ſtole my heart, I know not how 
And joy to view my pain ; 

For love's ſweet ſake, O pity me 
Or giv't me back again. 


I ask no more, oh grant but that 
But that thou canſt not do; 

So I, alas! muſt be content, 
And leave my heart with you, 


Pi fill me the glaſs. 

Till it laughs in my face, 

With Ale that is potent and mellow; 
He that whines for a laſs, | 
Is an ignorant aſs, 

For a bumper has not its fellow? 


M 2 


( 124 ) 
FO ES” 


5 IS too late for a coach, 

And too ſoon to reel home ; 
We've freedom to ſtagger 
When the town 1s our own, 


Let's whirl it away, 
And whip ſixpence round, 
Till the drawers are founder'd, 
And the hogſhead do ſound. 


The glaſs ſtays with you, 'Tom, 
Save your tide, pull away, 
One minute at midnight 
Is worth a whole day. 


S O N G. 


Ould you know how we meet o'er our jolly 
full bowls ? 
As we mingle our liquors, we mingle our ſouls : 
The ſweet melts the ſharp, the kind fmooths the 
ſtrong, | 
And nothing but friendſhip grows all that night 
| long : . 

We drink, laugh, and celebrate ev'ry defire ; 
Love only remains our unquenchable fire. 


SONG 
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Hilſt I'm carrouſing to cheer up my ſoul, 
O! how I triumph to ſee a full bowl ! 
This is the treaſure, 
The only pleaſure, 
The bleſſing that makes me rejoice and ſing. 
Thus while Pm drinking, 
Free from dull thinking, 
Then am I greater than the greateſt King. 


$ ON G; 


Ome all ye jolly Bacchanals, 
That love to tope good wine z 
Let us offer up a hogſhead 
Unto our aaron s ſhrine, 


Then let us drink, a never ſhrink, 
For I'Il tell you the reaſon why; 
Tis a great fin to leave a houſe, 


Till we've drank the cellar dry. 2 


In times of old I was a fool, 
I drank the water clear; 

But Bacchus took me from that rule, 
He thought 'twas too ſevere. 


He fill'd a goblet to the brim,, 
And bade me take a ſup ; 
M 3 
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But had it been a gallon pot, 
By Jove, I'd toſs'd it up. 


And ever fince that happy time, 
Good wine has been my chear ; 

Now nothing puts me in a ſwoon, 
But water or ſmall beer. 


Then let us tope about, my boys, 
And never flinch nor fly, 

But fill our skins brim full of wine, 
And drain the bottles dry. 


. 


1 kept ſheep' on a hill ſo high, fa, la, 

. 

And there came a pretty maid paſſing by, fa, la. 

Shepherd, quoth ſhe, doſt thou want e'er 2 wife, 

No by my troth: I'm not weary of my life, fa, la, 
la, &c. 


Shepherd for thee I care not a fly, 

For thou'ſt not the face with a fair maid to lie, 
How now, my damſel, ſay'ſt thou to me ſo, 
Thou ſhalt taſte of my bottle be fore thou doſt go. 


Then he took her ànd laid her upon the ground, 
And made her believe that the world went round 


Look 
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Look yonder my ſhepherd, hook yonder I ſpy 
There are fine pretty babies that dance i' th' sky. 


And now they are vaniſht, and now they appear 
Sure they will tell ſtories of what we do here. 

Lie ſtill, my dear Chloris, enjoy the conceit, 

For the babies are too young, and too little to prate. 


See how the heavens fly ſwifter than Day, 

Riſe quickly, or they will all run away: 

Riſe quickly my ſhepherd, quickly I tell ye, 

For the ſun, moon, and ftars, are got all in my 
belly. 


O! dear where am I, pray ſhew me the way, 
Unto my father's houſe hard by ; 

If he chance to chide me for ſtaying fo long, 
P11 tell him the fumes of your bottle was ſtrong, 


And now thou haſt brought my body to ſhame, / 
I prithee now tell me what is thy name. 

Why Robin in the Ruſhes my name is, quoth he, 
But I think I told her quite contrary, 


Then for Robin in the Ruſhes, the did enquire, 

But he hung down his head, and would not come 
nigh her ; 

He wink'd with one eye, as if he had been blind, 

And he drew one leg after a great way behind, 
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S O NG. 


The Hayey BACCHANALIANS. 


ILL you glaſſes, baniſh grief, 
F Laugh and worldly cares deſpiſe ; 
Sorrow ne'er can bring relief, 
Joys from drinking will ariſe ; 
Why ſhould we with wrinkled care, 
Change what nature made ſo fair! 


Drink and ſet your hearts at reſt, 
Of a bad bargain make the beſt. 


Some purſue the winged wealth, 
Some to honour do aſpire ; 
Give me freedom, give me health, 
There's the ſum. of my deſire: 
What the world can more preſent 
Will not add to my content. 


Drink and ſet your hearts at reſt, 
Quiet of mind 1s always beſt. 


Buſy brains we know, alas ! 
With 1 1maginations run; 
Like the ſand in th' hourglaſs, 


Turn'd and turn'd and ſtill runs on: 


Never knowing when to Ray, 
But uneaſy &ery way. 


Drink- 
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Drink and ſet your hearts at reſt; 
Peace of mind 1s always beſt. 


Mirth, when ming'led with good wine, 
Makes the heart alert and free; 
Let it rain, or ſnow, or ſhine, 
Still the ſame thing 'tis with me : 
55 re's no fence againſt our fate, 
Changes daily on us wait, 


-* Drink and ſet your hearts at reſt, 
Of a bad bargain make the beſt; 


S ON G. 


O, lovely Roſe, 

Tell her that waſtes her time and me, 
That now ſhe knows, 
When I reſemble her to thee, 

How ſweet and fair ſhe r to be. 


Tell her that's ans, 
And ſhuns to have her graces ſpy” d, 
That hadſt thou ſprung 
In Deſarts, where no men abide, 
Thou muſt have uncommended dy'd. 


Small 1s the worth 
Of beauty from the light retir'd 2 
- ., Bid her come forth, 
Suffer herſelf to be defir'd, 
And not bluſh ſo to be admir'd. 


* 
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THE BUCK. 


7 HEN all the tavern fires were dead, 


And pimps aad waiters gone to bed, 
A Buck was left alone ; 
He rambled all the garden round, 
But ne'er a whore was to be found, 
From conſtables were flown. 


Where ſhould he wander, what new ſhore ? 
The likeſt place to find a whore ; 
To Wetherby's he ſteers ; 
'The firſt he ſaw was noiſy Weeyms, 
Tho' drunk, yet plotting of new ſchemes, 
To gull poor batchelors. 


_ . 
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Cloſe by the hoſteſs ſhe was ſat, 
Whoſe — was almoſt choak'd with fat, 
Tis ſhe that ſets her on: 

[ Dear Betſy, when you get a man, 
Be ſure you fleece him all you can, 
| As I do ev'ry one. 
| 


Then as Madeira flew about, 

The Buck got drunk, and made a rout, 
A whore was all his tone: 

He kick'd poor James, and broke the hank 
Hed — the houſe, and Betſy's ſoul. 
That w——e of Babylon, 
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Y goddeſs Lydia, heavenly fair, 
As lilly ſweet, as ſoft as air, 


Let looſe thy treſſes, ſpread thy charms, 
And to my love give freſh alarms. 


O ! let me gaze on theſe bright eyes, 

Tho? ſacred lightning from them flies: 
Shew me that ſoft, that modeſt grace, 
Which paints with charming * thy face. 


Give me Ambroſia in a kiſs, 

That I may rival Jove in bliſs, 

That I may mix my ſoul with thine. 
And make the pleaſure all divine. 


O hide thy boſom's killing white, #1] 
(The milky whey 1s not ſo bright) 8 
Left you my raviſh'd ſoul oppreſs, 

With beauty's pomp, and ſweet exceſs. 


Why draw'ſt thou from the purple flood 

Of my kind heart the vital blood, 
Thou art all over endleſs charms ; 

O! take me dying te thy arms. 
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O more let ſorrow pain you, | 
Here love alone ſhall chain you, 
And ev'ry joy reſtore ; 
New pleaſure ſhall detain you, 
No liberty has more. 


6 8 
HUS Damon knock'd at Cælia's door, 
The ſign was ſo: 


She anſwer'd, no, 
No, no, no, 
Again he ſigh'd, again he pray'd ; 
No, Damon, I'm afraid ; 
Conſider, Damon, I'm a maid : 
Conſider, 
No; 
I'm a maid, 
No, &c. 


At laſt his ſighs and tears made way 
© She roſe, and ſoftly turn'd the key; 
Come in, ſaid ſhe, but do not ſtay ; 
I may conclude 
You will be rude, 
But if you are, you may. 
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| N Eden's garden did diſdain 
That pleaſing paſſion love, 
Where free from guilt, and ev'ry pain. 
Adam did gaily rove. 
Nor tides of furies? raging fires, 
That follow a wanton chaſe, 
Meer vapours rais'd by hot deſires, 
That vaniſh with diſgrace. 


How guiltleſs may I meet the flame 
Ot Cynthia's pureſt breaſt, 

While friendſhip makes us ſtill the ſame, 2 
With ev' ry virtue dreſt? ; WY 

Her mind at firſt a conqueſt made, 5 
Her graceful mind I muſt approve ; 

Her wiidom chearful ſtill appear'd, » | 
And juſtify'd my love. | 


Truſt not to features, fleeting charms ; 
Nor hug a painted toy; 


Thoſe age or ſickneſs ſoon diſarms, 5 
. * = | * 
Warm air will this deſtroy. ” 1 
Let tender paſſions take their turn 114 


And virtue lead the way; A | 
Where minds are match'd, they ſeldom mourn, 11 
Nor curſe the marriage day. 


NG N SONG 
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K E EP IT UP, 


: E D on by love, 
L With joy I rove 
And take a chearful cup; 


Unknown to care, 
The charming fair, 
| I kiſs and keep it up. 
Keep it up, keep it up, 
I kiſs and keep it up. 


The brown, the fair, 
The debonair, 
Of charmers make the group, 


Then day and night, 


*Tis my delight, 
To kiſs and keep it up, 


But there did ſhine, 
Some friends of mine, 


A buck, a beau, a fop ; 
They drank, they rov'd, 
They kiſs'd, and lov'd, 

But could not keep it up; 


For Hymen's bands 


Now tye their hands, 


And make their courage droop; 


E 
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They curſe their fate, 
And find too late, 
They cannot * it up. 


Tho' beauty gains, 
It me not pains, 
| Nor makes my ſpirits droop ; 
'F or blythe as May 
I range away, 


Still kiſs and keep it up. \ 


If ſome I find 
To love inclin'd, 
And marriage make their hope 3 : 
1 never wed, 
But in its ſtead, 
I kiſs and keep it up. 


. 


OW Europe enjoys repoſe from her wars, 
And fair- fac'd commanders lleep fearleſs of 
ſcars : 
Lads, liſt under love, and your leſſons I'll teach 
To the breaſt-work advance, and then batter oz 
breach. 


SE) | 
Derry dowd, dc. * 
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— PJ'Tis Venus commands, for engagement prepare, 
In Capid's campaigns, our foes are all fair; 
2 >. +4 
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As fair let us fight and make proper ſeizüre, 
Here's a health to our enſign the ſtandard of plea- 
| ſure. 


Derry, &C; 
The wiſh of the ſportſman ſhall firſt be recounted; | 


Like him, each fair lady loves well to be mounted: 
The lover in this toaſt has likewiſe a ſhare, 
For he, huntſman like, is for ſeizing the hare. 

| . | Derry, &Cc. 


Ye ſportſmen whoſe ſtomachs for feeding are fit, 
Call the cook, here, we'll give him four hams on 
" one ſpit; — 
And left you ſniould think yourſelves not fully fit- 
—_— ee | 
Here's the meat which beſt baſts itſelf when *tis beſt 
ſpitted, 
Derry, &c. 


Come, my lads, to your lips the brimming glaſs lift, 

May we ne'er want courage when put to a ſhift; 

Lt And that we may ſeldom of happineſs miſs, 

1% May we kiſs where we pleaſe, and ſtill pleaſe wh. x 
I 


we kiſs. 8 
Perry, C 9% 


: May pur miſtreſſes always be pleas'd to receiv 
'  Andiegefully fave what we bountifully give, 


And 


] V 


And when keeping time, to depart we are ready; 
_y our dying be happy, revival be ſpeedy. 
| Derry, &c. Þ 


One health, my brave boys, with your leave, I muſt 
teach, 


In view let's have pleaſure, but ne'er out of reach; 
Here's the nelt in. the buſh, and the buſhe's belt 


friend, 
And the bird who his life in that neſt loves to ſpend. | 
Derry, down. of 
* "4 


15 
. 
1 


Let us now toaſt ſome female; ; the firſt my 
greets 

Is the book binder's wife, who e's ſtitches ir 

q Next the brown female reaper, who tight ſl. 


handing, 
1 So well does her work—not a haydful leave. 
15 ing. 
8 , Derry. 
Here? s the miller's wife's muſic worth all other tunes M 
When the ſluice is ſet open, and ſtrong under 1 
* ſtones: 
Call the maker of baſkets, his wife's worth a bottle, 
-Y She'll ſtrip the bark down, and yet ſtill keep they | 
ES cottle, ; | Þ | 
i . Derry, xc. A 


8) 


To the laſs, who lamb- like, be a bumper replete, 

Who ſtill wags her tail as ſhe taſtes of her meat; 

HFlere's the cole-hole of Cupid, may ev'ry buck 

| win it, 

And to all equal joy in the critical minute. 
| ys &c. 


Here's the handſome young houſe-maid that's ſtill 
on her guard, 
the ſtones clean and well ſcour the yard ; 
architect ſiſter, the joy of the people, 
[ſtones can remove tho? ſhe pulls down the 


| ſteeple. 


Derry, &c. 
ral chymiſt by natural heat, 
- nce of life from ſuch quarries can get: 

T8 Ill the fond females the girl I moſt prize, 
l 10 A ond full furr'd female, the judge of a ſize. 
* Derry, &c. 


Now a truce to our toaſt, but one more will I name 
Since we've enter'd the liſts to protect the black 
ame, 
Here's the centry that ſtands at the cock-pit com- 
3 manding, 
And the centinel at midnight, uncover'd, well- 
ſtanding. 


— 


Derry, &c. 


Re- 


As ſound at a roach, was, he found, touch'd at laſt, 


. 


Remember lads, life's but a ſummer's ſhort day, 


Then while our youth ſhines, let us joyful make 
a hay: 
Joy is all we live for, let's equally ſhare it, 4 
Here's the harveſt of Hife, love, wit and good claret, 4 
Derry, &c. 


1 
The FIS H MON GE R, 


une, A Cobler there was, &c. 


Jolly young fiſhmonger liv'd in the Strand, 

As merry a grig as was known in the land, 
For when at the Dolphin they met round the bowl, 
He would drink like a fiſh, and was reckon'd a foal. 


Derry down, down, down, derry down. 


a 
E rs 


His heart that had been, for twice fifteen years paſt, 


With an arrow as ſharp as a hook, it is ſaid, 5 
Cupid caught him, and made him in love with a ö 
maid, 5 
Derry down, &c, 


This damſel might well a bright beauty be ſtil'd, 
Her cheeks were as red as a lobſter when boil'd ; 
Her eyes too, as learned hiſtorians remark, | 
Shone juſt like two whitings when plac'd in the 

| dark. | 7 8 
Derry down, &c, „ 


ET: 4 
- 
* 


* 6 * 
* 
wy” | 
IT. 1 i 
* by 8 
- 


0 They Hog 3 


f OUR muſty old rules, 


. f v. ho to wiſdom make auk ward Pretences ; 


( 140 ) 


When he ask'd her the queſtion at firſt ſhe ſeem'd coy, 

And vow'd that no mortal her ling ſhould enjoy; 

And when her ſoft boſom he offer'd to feel, 

She dab'd him, and ſlipt thro? his hand like an eel. 
Derry * &c. 


At length by intreaty the jade grew ſo free, 
She ſtroak his fat gills, as ſhe fate on his knee; 
And what too perhaps you may think very odd, 
She always delighted to play with his cod. 
Derry, down, &c. 


It happen'd one day in good humour be found her, 
He caught her and laid her as flat as a flounder; 
Then did what he pleas'd in a loving embrace; 


h ! who would not wiſh to have been in his plaiſe? 


Derry down, &c. 


| Some months had roll'd on, when the nighbours 


ſmelt, ou 
os Wand maid had both been about; 
| "wy Pointed, would cry out of ſcorn, 
ot a red herring with ſpawn. 

f Nn down, &c. 


s ON 6G. 


Are for dull thinking fools, 


1 
F. 


zut; 
rn, 


&c. 


Du 


Then bring us of both, and double each joy, 


(6141) 


Bat the world is ſo wiſe, 
All ſchemes to diſpiſe, 
Which prohibit th' enjoying five ſenſes, 


PII rove and Pll range, 
My lover's I'll change, 

Since changing in females is common; 
The dull life of a nun, 


All fine ladies ſhun, a | | 4 

For pleaſure's the a of a Oy Rs * 

8 0 N G. e 

| The MERRY FELLOW. | : 

E Is wine makes us love, and love makes us 
drink, 


And each does the other i improve; 
All mortals muſt known, who feel or can think, 
No pleaſure's like drinking and Love: 


Then join 'em, my boys, make the bleſſing 


divine, 


For men muſt be Gods, when they've women and 
wine. 


I hate to be languid and cold; 

I think myſelf Jove, while theſe I enjoy, 
Nor own myſelf mortal till old, 

Cho. Then join 'em, &c. 


1 
— - 


— — — —„— ã—ͤ——ẽ—' q.: — —— — — 


——— . —¹ ß 


I | When old I am grown, and toying is paſt, 


10 
13 


= 


ͤ—ũ—ũc᷑ — 
— — 
* 
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— 


———.—8—äͤ—ſ— 
- 
Fs 
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. * . 
pe a SY * 
: 


J W * on thoſe lovely looks I gaze, 


( 14>" ) 


In wine I muſt 13 all my Joy; 
And tho? lam unfit for love to the laſt, 
& Yet {till I can drink till I die. 


Cho. Then join em &Cc. . 
S. 


To ſee a wretch purſuing, 
-In raptures of a bleſt amaze, 


His pleaſing happy ruin. 


ri. not for pity that I move, 

7 His fate is too aſpiring, | 
* Whoſe heart, broke with a load of love, 8 

Dies wiſhing and admiring. | N 


But If this murder you'd forego, | 
Your ſlave from death removing. oF N 
{Let me your art of char ming know, . ,v 


0 leave me mine of loving. 


| But Whether Hfe or death betide, 
In lere tis 8 meaſure; 

with empty pride, 
h'd oy wit ute. 


9 


1 


* The victor liv 


7 
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O each fearty fellow _ 
3+. a4 That's joyous when mellow, 
Health, love, and liberty. 
v * the generous man who loves to ſpend with the ö 
air. : 
To every blade and merry buck, 
Who loves a pretty girl — '—. 
Love” s key-hole, 
A dith of fiſh, 
An honeſt ſoal, a pretty maid, a convenient phaſe 
with a cod's head in the middle. | 
The female butcher, 122 | "8 
I That extracts the marrowavithout hurting che ba J | 
; The loye of liberty, and iberty 3 in love. 
The faireſt i in Muddleſex, and the middle of the 4 
n 41 


The man of e and girl of capacity. 

May the fair ſex ſuck ſeed. 

May our members ſtand ſtiff to the commodities of 

. wo 3 5 da 
ual joy in the critical minute. 5 

Succel 5 the lover,. honour to the 8 324 1. 

to the ſick, and freedom to the flave. 2 

x Fookancy i in love and ſincerity in friendily 9 


N 
4 \ 

7 

Py 

. 


* 194 


iv» 
Ds , 


(1440 144 544 


Sigel to che lover, joy to the beloved, 
"May: our happineſs be fincere, and our joys be laſt- 
ing. | 
Money to him that has ſpirit to uſe it ; and life to 
"him that has courage to loſe it. 


Every honeſt man his right, and every rogue a 
halter. 

Health of body, peace of mind, a clean ſhirt, and a 
guinea in one's pocket. 

Health, peace, and plenty. 


May the ſingle be married, and the married be 


Was io to the falling woman, kg” the ſtanding 
man. 1 
The pleaſures of imagination realized. 
May our pleaſures be boundleſs, while we have time 
to enjoy. 
. The pipkin that will ſtretch without breaking. 
Days of caſe, and nights of pleaſure. 
11.8 The fountain in hair-court. 
418 The cruel cobler, 
Is Rin his all in his wife's belly, knock'd out his 
TE foreman's brains, and hung his two apprentices 
#18 at the door. 
| f The linpen manufactory, | 
| Smock in one hand, and yard immer. 0 
| The Siville orange, 
| Rough, Aghekable, find juicy. _ 
The induſtrious wife, * 
That. ſaves what her huſbands ſpends. | 
| W fair, the brightply | the blackeſt, the whiteſt. 
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